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i!)e6ication 



sixty years the sons of Montgomery Bell Acad- 
emy have carried their school on with true courage 
and devotion, have raised her name aloft in char- 
acter, scholastic records and sports, and having departed, 
have eve? cherished her memory in their hearts. 

In high appreciation of this we who have for four years 
honored the past, and have helped to shape the present, 
wish now to hand down this trust to the classes of under- 
graduates, that they in their turn may bear it on and hand 
it down to the future sons of Montgomery Bell. 

Therefore is this issue of the Bulletin dedicated to the 
Freshman Class of nineteen hundred and twenty-seven, and 
may they not fail of their trust. 
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Kiawah 

GOLDEN sun dropped behind the last of the sea 
islands, silhouetting the scattered palmettoes 
against a golden sky. The low sand dunes formed 
i '■'roken line against the light, casting long shadows across 
th-e smooth beach, over which the tide was slowly advanc- 
:r.g. The wild cry of the gulls could be heard above the 
JTeady roar of the breakers as they darted about above 
zhe beach seeking their supper among the refuse of the last 
r.ie, or again flying out over the water they suddenly 
5^-joped down on some unwary fish and bore him off in 
“Humph to their rookery and waiting young. 

It was a perfect evening. This was the opinion of 
Frank Shafton, who, sick of city life, had bought himself 
^ small twenty-foot catboat and set out alone to cruise 
aiaong the lonely and uninhabited sea islands as a recrea- 
Fon. No storms threatened the coast, so he had spent two 
lazy weeks here and there among the inlets fishing and 
sailing and taking life as it came each day. 

On the evening referred to Frank was sitting on top of 
the highest dune on the front beach watching the dark- 
Eess fall on the water. His trim white boat was anchored 
oeiund the island, protected from the long continuous swells 
tf ihe ocean. The beauty of the moment, the mighty voice 
of the sea and the cool breeze fanning his temples were all 
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soothing to his troubled mind. This case was no excep- 
tion in cause from the usual run of trouble. Yes, a woman 
was at the bottom: of it, and as is usual, a beautiful woman. 

Frances Moore, the person in question, was indeed 
beautiful. Dark hair, soft dark eyes, beautiful mouth, and 
a divine figure. This lovely apparition was, however, a 
“jazz baby” entirely, and had scorned Frank with his 
quieter views as a sentimentalist and a dreamer, hence the 
objection on the part of the young man. And, as it seemed, 
to cap the climax, she had accepted the invitation of a wild 
young millionaire to go with eight other young people for 
a three weeks’ yachting cruise to the South. That was 
the final blow, and Shafton had sought solitude with only 
the sea for a companion, where he might weigh out his 
thoughts at leisure and at length come to some decision 
concei'ning the matter. 

The island upon which he was sitting took his fancy, 
so Frank slowly arose and sauntered over to the back 
beach. He had decided to spend five or six days here, so 
he went aboard, ate a light supper and disappeared into 
the tiny cabin for the night. When he arose in the morning 
a steady breeze as usual was blowing on shore. The sun 
was just up and the sparkling breakers on the front beach 
seemed to offer an invitation for a dip. 

A good swim and a breakfast did Frank no end of good 
as far as his spirits were concerned, and having cleaned up 
the dishes he set out to explore the island. It proved to be 
a typical sea island, about four miles long and a quarter 
of a mile wide. The center of the island and the back 
beach were thickly set with palmettoes and small semi- 
tropical growth, while the front beach was bare except 
for some gnarled old veterans here and there, survivors 
of a thousand storms, whose roots the devouring tide, when 
at flood, lapped greedily as if gloating over the day when 
they at last mmst succumb. Returning in the afternoon 
Frank took a short nap and then prepared his supper. In 
the evening he again ascended his sand dune to watch the 
sunset. The breeze was still blowing from the sea and it 
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i increased slightly in velocity. The sun sank in a cloud- 
f sv in a blaze of unnatural red. 

On the morning of the third day Frank perceived a 
change. No clouds were in the sky, but the sun 
MBsiuning through a haze, and not with its usual splendor. 

.he sea what had happened to the sea ? Something 
Meeri had come over the sea, for instead of the usual blue 
GsSs-. it presented a lead gray aspect and the long swells 
tmstfiSid of leaping and sparkling with life, rolled in smooth 
sallen. The wind, having veered a few points to the 
ai:!rt.S danng the night, had a low whining or contplaining 
anttti as it seized the loose sand and whirled it along in 
sasa7i eddies across the beach. 

Frank, being nothing much of a nautical man, was not 
s: disturbed by this. Only a vague sense of unrest 

to pervade everything; the gulls seemed uneasy as 
dew screaming over the oily-looking waves and most 
:f tne fsh had departed for deeper water. During the 
ray ibe wind, still on shore, increased slowly until as dusk 
cs;® .>n it was blowing something like a small squall. Just 
the sun dropped from view, however, it calmed 
somew'hat, though continuously giving forth that 
whining, warning note, an unnatural sound, that filled 
1 th awe and to a certain degree fear. No gulls were 
over the beach or breakers this evening ; everything 
_ strangely quiet except for the monotonous whine 

^if tSse wind. 

Tnis evening, however, the sun did not sink in a cloud- 
ier-- sky. It sank, just above the horizon, into a mass of 
g^teenish black cloud that was slowly rearing its line higher 
aad higher into the sky. The coloring of the sky and cloud 
ioEk. as the sun passed slowly out of sight, was indeed an 
CETtiisite thing. Many the painter or poet who would have 
practically anything for a chance to recount that mo- 
Mesit on canvas or paper. The beauty entranced Frank 
^ such a degree that he sat long after the last light had 
^5a;^)eared and contemplated the wonders of nature. He 
BKiSed a vague feeling of happiness, a happiness which he 
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was unable to find in the crowded dance hall, the motion 
picture, or superficial love affairs. Here he was nearer to 
nature, nearer to God and nearer to his own self. He 
sighed, arose, cast one more glance at the stars that were 
coming out one by one, and walked across the island to 
where his boat was anchored. A great load was off his 
mind; he had at least reached a decision that if Frances 
did not care enough for him to take him seriously, he would 
go right back and get down to his work again and shut 
her out entirely from his mind. Wait a moment. Should 
he go right back? No, he would spend tv/o or three more 
days on this lonely island, this spot of contentment, this 
secluded place of rest. There was no place he knew of 
where he could better start to forget her. With these 
thoughts in his mind he dozed off into a peaceful sleep, 
rocked by the tiny waves that rolled along behind the 
island. 

He was up with the first gray light, barely perceiptible, 
that began to pale the moon and blot out the stars on the 
eastern horizon, and long before the sun raised his smil- 
ing visage over the rim of the ocean. High up above his 
head, in the upper strata of air, thin wisps of clouds, pale 
pink, or rose-tinted by the yet invisible sun, drifted lazily 
across the sky. Frank was in the best of spirits. His 
mind and spirit were no longer oppressed, and now free 
they responded readily to the keen fresh air of the early 
morning. Having eaten a light breakfast he strolled across 
the island, climbed his favorite dune and awaited the rising 
of the sun. Slowly the blazing orb pushed itself out of 
the sea and then, freed, as it seemed, it traveled more slow- 
ly toward the meridian. 

After the sun had risen Frank turned back across the 
island when the cloud bank of the previous evening caught 
his eye. It had reared itself a few degrees higher, but re- 
flecting the blazing glory of the morning sun, it had en- 
tirely lost the threatening aspect of the evening 'before. 
From the upper strata of this huge pile the thin wisps seem- 
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The force of the gale was appalling. The monstrous waves 
rushed up the beach to break with a frightful roar at the 
foot of the trees. It was indeed a blessing the hurricane 
had come at ebb tide, or perhaps the mighty rollers would 
have swept entirely over the island. As it was, they did 
not miss it very far, and Frank was driven to the highest 
place he could find. 

As he peered through the lashing rain toward the sea 
Frank suddenly thought he saw something rise up on top 
of one of the rollers. He wiped the spray from his eyes 
and looked again. Yes, there it was once more. God! it 
was the yacht. Driven on, half-submei*ged, by the relent- 
less force of the hurricane it came. It struck the bottom 
at a good distance out and stuck there imbedded in the 
sand. Each wave dealt it a terrific blow as it rushed by. 
Nothing made by man could stand such an assault long. 
Slowly the yacht began to go to pieces. Frank, felt des- 
perate. There were human beings on board that yacht 
and here he was standing on land, in sight, and could do 
nothing for them. A giant wave, larger than its fellows, 
came piling up toward the shore. It passed entirely over 
the yacht, and when it broke upon the beach there was no 
sign of the vessel left except some driftwood here and there 
in the raging surf. Suddenly Frank saw something black 
about fifty yards out. Merciful Lord ! it was the head of a 
human being, and a woman at that. Frank forgot entirely 
about himself or any personal danger. In a mental haze 
he remembered rushing waist deep into the roaring waters 
and seizing the limp body of a girl and dragging her to 
safety. 

When he laid her upon the ground and cleared her wet 
hair from her face, he almost fainted. It was Frances. 
How she got there needed no explanation. 

In the late evening the stormi had passed and the clouds 
in the southwest were breaking. A strong oif-shore breeze 
was blowing and the waves were slowly subsiding. A 
golden sun was sinking in the clearing sky, silhouetting a 
man and a woman sitting, arms interlocked, on a high sand 
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Some greater power than Frank’s mind had solved 
: vkm for him. 


Moultrie Ball, ’ 27 . 


The A. C. A. C. 


hsg, American Colored Athletic Club met at its usual 
place on Cedar Street over a grocery store on Sat- 
^ ^ urday night. The attendance 'v\’^as large and the 
- n -small, so unless one spoke at a time it sounded as 
there was a fight. 

Attending this weekly meeting was the champion of 
rAih and a new member, both of whom were trying to 
tBe same girl’s hand, and as it was, the new member, 
Willis, was ahead of his rival. His rival, Handsome 
was so jealous that he could have cheerfully torn 
limb from limb, and he was saying so when Zeke 
ittaTtipted him. 

was ’at last remark, boy?” asked Zeke as he 
up to Handsome. 

Yt* reminds me of a chicken,” said Handsome; 'H 
1 A— 5 wants to tear you apart and eat you.” 

I wants to know what is you waitin’ on ?” retorted Zeke. 
Wr-chinV’ said Handsome and clinched, but other mem- 
€‘f the club separated them, and after a few arrange- 
•: they were to box it out on the following Saturday 



i' Ather one had much time to train for the fight. Zeke 
£ private chauffeur, while Handsome was a porter at a 
bank. Now Zeke started walking to and from 
every day instead of riding the street car, and also 
take other exercise when he had time, but Hand- 
who was naturally built up well, didn’t train at all. 
Z'ow the young colored girl involved had already heard 
*be coming fight, though she saw neither one of the 
oagte^iants during the week previous to the occasion. 
Members of the club had during the week rented a barn 
i the suburbs for the bout, and had fixed up some seats 
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and a ring, so that night they had a miniature Madison 
Square Garden for the big fight. The place was jammed 
even to standing room and bets were taken freely. The 
odds were 2 to 1 against Zeke and Zeke's friends were 
placing all their money on him. 

Handsome was the first to enter the ring with his 
seconds and a great shout went up, then came Zeke with his 
seconds and a greater shout went up. The referee called 
the fighters into the middle of the ring, explained the rules 
and announced the fight to be fifteen rounds. The fighters 
retired to their corners. Just before the gong Handsome 
looked over to Zeke’s corner and saw him talking to his girl, 
or rather their girl. This made Handsome red hot. 

When the gong sounded Handsome rushed out to finish 
it all, but Zeke, not waiting for this to happen, gracefully 
sidestepped him and at the same time almost knocked him 
out with a right to the ear ; then they clinched and caressed 
each other with a few rabbit punches before the referee 
broke in on the pair and warned them to fight instead of 
doing the black bottom. The bell. 

Second round. Handsome staged another rush, but Zeke 
danced the light fantastic by him and delivered another 
shocking blow that almost ended the fight. This blow made 
Handsome u'fee his head. They sparred a while, then they 
did the Charleston, after which Handsome almost knocked 
Zeke back into his childhood days with a left hook to the 
jaw. After studying the stars until the referee counted 
nine, Zeke jumped up and duplicated the order to Hand- 
some's chin, but the bell ended the war and Handsome's 
seconds dragged him to his corner. After a Turkish bath 
Handsome felt more like going the next round. 

Third round and all's well. This time Zeke made a 
mad rush to finish his opponent, but he, not wanting to stop 
the fun, quickly stepped away and almost ruined Zeke's 
nose. Now this didn't please Zeke at all. ‘‘Lay off my face, 
you big bozo," said he; “I'll finish you for this." Where- 
upon he rushed half dazed. 
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When he came to he was sitting in his corner and the 
WKhsree was lying in the ring counting Handsome out. 

““Now why does that referee have to lay down on his 
inquired Zekle. 

•Oh. honey, yo' is so strong,'' said Zeke's girl, caressing 
Ics Mnky hair ; ‘‘you done went and knock both Handsome 
jfbd -he referee out." 

Thus had Zeke won a girl, a fight, and is now the idol 
:if his club. Glenn Fite, '27. 


The Half Miler 

H HERE was a lot of talk in Milville Academy when 
Jack Rainey went out for the track teami. He was 
a tall, slender lad who, although a good sport and 
by everyone, was never looked upon as a possible ath- 
Jack had long, slender legs, not the knotty muscled 
V-r*-. ihat so often slow up and spell defeat for their owner 
ac last sprint, but the sloping, suipple kind that would 
■ssLrrjr him around the track with the greatest speed and 
His one fault was his wind. 

As soon as the coach saw Jack he knew that he could 
him into a star half -miler if he could fire him with 
ambition to be one. 

The first day out the coach sent them jogging around 
&& track for about a mile. He was surprised to see Jack 
CMse in panting heavily. His legs had that supple ease to 
jjcre him a quick start and fast sprint, but once in the lead 
ht could not hold it. Jack decided that he must do some 
tnining for himself, so each night he would run a mile 
JiBii the long dirt road leading from the academy. Soon 
4ig coach noticed that Jack was keeping pace with the 
Bikers and that he had better wind. 

One afternoon as the team were headed for the showers 
iBie coach called Jack to one side and said, ''Rainey, you 
liaiTe been working hard and next week you are going to 
hire vour big chance in the half-mile. 
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The night before the big event, Jack, after giving his 
legs a thorough rub do’svn, w^as walking up and down the 
floor wondering if he would stand the (pace in the race the 
next day. A package of tobacco and his pipe lay at his 
elbow, and glancing at it he thought how with one little 
puff, one little less spark of energy might throw him out of 
the race at the last finish and give it to his most hated 
rival, Lois. He turned, threw it into the fire, forgetting his 
desire to smoke, and going to bed finally fell into a fitful 
sleep. 

The next day a white-faced Jack was nervously running 
up and down the track trying to look composed while he 
knew it was the chance of his life. First, Milville had 
climbed into the lead only to be thrown into second place 
by Forrest Hi, the winner of last year’s meet. Jack knew 
that it depended on him to win the half-mile. Would he 
lose to Lois, the star of Forrest and have them defeat Mil- 
ville again? All around him people began saying it was 
the same old story, but Jack vowed to himself that it would 
not be the same story this year. 

At last the starter lined themj uip and repeating the 
instructions, raised his gun in the air. There was a breath- 
less pause, and Jack remembering the coach’s instructions, 
waited until the other had touched the ground, and then as 
he slowly touched the ground with his fingers, the gun 
cracked. With a jerk he was off down the track a full yard 
ahead of the others. 

After the first hundred feet Jack started floating. Hold- 
ing his shoulders back, his body slightly swaying, and using 
the kick stroke, he flew around the track like a mechanical 
doll. At the quarter, saving his wind as best as he could, 
with all but two now out of the race. Jack dropped back 
into second place, while Lois, holding the lead, was running 
with almost superhuman speed. Jack gathered himself 
together. Raising himself on his toes and swinging his 
arms in perfect rhythm with his flying feet. Jack began to 
overhaul Lois, who was literally running himself to death. 
At the turn, Lois, with a fixed stare on his face, his eyes 
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slightly faltered, and in that monnent a flash of 
came to Jack. In a leaping sprint that carried 
to Lc4s’ side he passed by him. Lois, as though in- 
^ bjr this, increased his pace and Jack heard the ''pad, 
m his flying feet. Now the white tape was in sight 
M seemed to Jack to be wavering back and forth. A 
toze was gathering on the path and it seemed as if 
“T was holding him back, that his legs were numbed. 
Wide a strong rally, but it seemed as if he was stand- 
•eai and he saw the leg of Lois at his side. The track 
r ^ tc swing up to meet himi. He made a clumsy dive 
the tape tighten under his arms, then break, and 
di headlong to the track. The gravel bit cruelly into 
Inees. He tried to rise, but he hung for an instant on 
and knees and then dropped unconscious, but 
in instant, with the cheers of victory sounding in his 
he knew he had won. 

Allan Walker, IL, '27. 


The Golden Treasury 

Fve read a thousand books or more. 

With knowledge crammed or joys in store. 

But never one has held for me 
Such charms as Palgrave's Treasury. 

Each page I turn I meet a man, 

A great emotion, or a band 
Of strugglers fighting to be free. 

Or some sweet song of flowing sea. 

G. Martin, '27. 
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No Left Turn 

there, Bo shouted a big policeman to a coun- 
ryman who was driving an old Ford touring car, 
'where do you think you are going? Can’t you 
read that sign right in front of you ?” The countryman, 
ignorant of the traffic laws, read it, ''No left turn.” 

"I’m sorry, boss, but I didn’t know,” replied the coun- 
tryman, in a rather nervous voice. 

"Well, the next time use your eyes and watch where you 
are going. All cops are not as easy as I am.” 

He blocked the traffic when he backed up. The other 
people in their cars began to blow their horns impatiently. 
This so confused the poor man that he hardly knew what 
to do. It seemed to him ages before he could get turned 
around, but finally he did and continued down Church 
Street. Lucky for him the green lights were on. 

When he came to Fifth Avenue, forgetting for the 
time about "No left turn,” he started up Fifth Avenue, but 
he had no more than turned the corner when he heard 
someone shout at him : 

"Say, what do you thing this is, and where do you think 
you are going?” 

The countryman then realized what he had done — "No 
left turn.” "Well, I just forgot, boss. "I’ll be more careful 
next time,” he answered. 

"Yes, I guess you will be more careful when you tell it 
to the judge. He has a very good prescription on 'Watch 
where you are going.’ ” 

The man then explained to the cop that it was his first 
trip to town with a car and he just didn’t know the traffic 
laws. The cop could see that he was from the country and 
was probably telling the truth. 

"Well, I’m going to let you off this time, but don’t let 
me catch you again. All cops are not as easy as I am.” 

Coming to Union Street he turned regardless of the 
red light which was on just then. Fortune favored him. 
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QO cops around to tell him that he had broken 
law. On Union the countryman found a 
®ii his Ford. There he left his car and started 
IhK •IjD do some shopping. Two hours later he came 
■i siaiMiing by his car was another policeman. 

TOUT bus?” asked the policeman, 
p." replied the countryman. ‘‘Kind o’ old, but she 
f ci asi y good.” 

•"AI rfgi:. then run me over here to the Square, if you 
I have a little business transaction for you.” 
Vhe CTcizitryiiian, wanting to be obliging, said all right, 
iifier zhe direction of the policeman they arrived at the 

two hours on Union Street,” said the police- 

dollars,” replied the officer in charge. 

TW" :i dawned upon the countryman that he had 
jdzther law. “Well, no use to argue,” thought the 


He paid the officer his last five dollars, and 


^ fisz as he could — without breaking any of the many 
— he got out of Nashville with a very different 
from that which he had when he started into the 


Chester Miller, ’28. 



My lady’s more than passing fair. 
Her eyes with shining stars compare. 
Her cheeks like roses in the morn. 

A manner sunny as the dawn. 

All else about her just as gay 
As any sparkling summer day. 

But she doesn’t care a bit for me. 

So why should I write such poetry? 


G. Martin, ’27. 


18 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


At Hill 240 

Fame’s eternal camping ground, 

Their silent tents are spread, 

And Glory guards with solemn round 
The bivouac of the dead.” 

H ^OT usually having much opportunity for deliberate 
'I consideration, I cannot resist this scant chance to 
J jot down the sad experiences of my most beloved 
war-time buddy. He met his end in the big fracas as did 
many, but he died a hero, and his actions will long be re- 
membered by those who were fortunate enough to have 
been in his company and to have had himi as an acquaint- 
ance. 

Carver was his name, ‘"Socks” Carver, or rather that 
was all I ever knew. His character was strong and out- 
standing, which gave him a permanent place in the heart 
of every man in our company, who will always remember 
his cheery and beaming smile. 

“Shorty” Hopkins, the most comical sketch in our com- 
pany, was an inseparable friend to Socks. Their friendship 
was what I afterwards learned to be true friendship, which 
was characterized by loyalty and everlasting love. 

We were sent from billets in Varennes, a small town, 
then only twenty miles from the ferocious fighting in the 
Meuse-Argonne, up to that sector. This was our first ad- 
venture in the big fight, and naturally we were all in a 
pretty direful mood, especially after we heard that this 
sector was the scene of some of the hottest fighting yet ex- 
perienced during the entire war. We rode aboard motor 
lorries for perhaps half the distance, for we were to be 
used as hurried reinforcements and were needed imme- 
diately. 

When we were at last on foot the going was hard, the 
road was a veritable river of slush and mud, made worse by 
the passage of supply trucks and ambulances. When we 
were only about ten miles behind the main front, we heard 
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15 roaring thunderously. Our men were not 
I could plainly see that many were uneasy and 
But this was nothing; they were still miles away 
real test. On the way we met a few trucks haul- 
jlirfatly wounded men, who were not hurt badly 
135 have to wait for the ambulance. We called a rest 
of the trucks stopped at our behest, for we wished 
them in order to obtain a few tips on how mat- 
progressing. There were six fellows in that truck 
their wounds I have never seen a happier lot. 
their adventures cheerfully and each told how 
' had slipped him a load of lead when he wasn’t look- 
of mere curiosity I asked one of them if he was 
leaving the strife, if only temporarily. He gave 
pemliar look and said: 

buddie, do I look like a damn fool? Listen, man,” 
*"rm telling you now, it’s hell and that’s no joke !” 
true these words proved to be! No one can realize 
rible war is until he personally experiences it. No 
firtiire, twice as terrible as Dante’s 'Tnferno,” would 
ribe the dreadful and atrocious brutality which 
inding in the late World War. 
we were entrenched, not half far enough for us 
horrible Hill 240. It was a German stronghold 
sector and played an important part to them in 
their superiority over us. The hill was alive with 
gun nests and snipers. It was worth a man’s life 
his head above the parapet, 
aews was rapidly spreading that we were to charge 
at two the following morning; then suddenly at ten 
official reports came that our entire sector was 
rge at 2 a.m. Excited and hurried preparations en- 
ran helter skelter, cleaning their rifles and pistols 
l inin g their ammunition belts. For many it was 
night, and I believe they felt it, for they went 
with long and foreboding faces. Shorty particularly 
in a direful mood. He was gazing intently at a pic- 
L He caressed it fondly and tucked it into his bosom. 
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At last the zero hour approached. Promptly at two our 
officers all along the line gave the signal, and just as we 
stepped over the parapet our heavy artillery began laying 
down a barrage in front of us. Half crawling, half sneak- 
ing snake like on our stomachs, we slipped forward. We 
were afraid to approach rapidly for fear we would over- 
take the barrage being laid down by our artillery and be 
exterminated by it. But at an appointed hour our artillery 
ceased activities, and arising on foot we strode forward 
with determination written on every face. Our battalion 
with another was to attack Hill 240. 

I looked around mie; two men away Shorty strode for- 
ward gallantly. He seemed oblivious to what was going on 
about him. Next to him marched Socks. A whimsical 
smile lurked about the corners of his mouth. He seemed 
happy, happy to be at last in the strife of mortal combat. 
But although he and Shorty were direct opposites at this 
moment, they were still the inseparable buddies of old, 
walking side by side, willing to die for each other if neces- 
sary. 

Like a bolt out of a clear sky, the enemy machine gun- 
ners on Hill 240 broke out with a hellish torrent of hot lead. 
At a command our men dropped to their stomachs prone 
upon the ground ; but before the order had been given many 
of them had fallen — heroes ! Among those was our beloved 
Shorty. I turned my head in his direction just as he fell. 
With a cry. Socks caught him and let him easily to the 
ground. I crawled carefully to where they were. Socks 
was leaning over Shorty moaning pitifully. He had died 
instantly. With a start Socks rose up suddenly, and with 
a crazed expression in his eyes, gazed toward Hill 240, 
which was still venomously spitting fire and hot lead. 

I have never to this day understood all that happened, 
but like a shot Socks jumped to his feet. He raised his 
arms toward the heavens and with a cry of ‘‘Damn those 
Germans started on the run toward Hill 240. It took me 
some seconds to realize his folly. He had set out single- 
handed to attack that hornet^s nest of machine guns. With 
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jBEped to my feet and went after him, crying, to 
but all in vain; he was deaf to my protests, 
determined to stop him. before he met Shorty's 
tv *£ out with all my speed. Before I had covered 
I felt a burning pain in my left thigh. I fell to 
with a thud, then unconsciousness overcame me. 
St I knew I was at a dressing station where they 
first aid to my wounded leg. I was informed 
lucky, for although my wound was not serious, 
m&sM keep me out of active service for a good while ; 
Armistice was signed before it fully healed, and 
iw any action again. 

at the base hospital that I learned of Socks' im- 
' InTery. I was told that he put twenty-nine ma- 
PBS out of commission, killed fifty-six Germans, in- 
^fHQteen officers, and opened up the gap that per- 
- forces to pour in and overwhelm the Germans. 
a.5 captured and the battle of the Meuse- Argonne 
But like almost all great heroes he died in action, 
: with bravery. He was given an immense military 
[ smti was presented, posthumously, the D. S. C. and 
de Guerre. As I was his closest friend since 
is gone, I was entrusted with the safekeeping 
: medals. 

I sit alone and gaze upon Socks’ medals which 
only by gallant fighting, I wonder that heroism 
T immortalized than it really is. It seems pitiful 
tle^onld have died after performing such noble deeds, 
ap friendship is what I really believe it to be, then I 
fce better satisfied — just being with Shorty. 

Wade Phillips, ’27. 
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The Mystery of My First Automobile 

FTER having been bothered by many car salesmen 
I finally purchased a Ford. I brought my new 
car home and very proudly invited the family to go 
riding with me. This was Saturday, so we agreed to take 
our ride on Sunday. 

Sunday came, an extraordinarily pleasant day. ‘‘A fine 
day for our trip,'' we all said, and after dinner we started 
for our long drive. 

There was much disputing as to where we should go, 
but finally we all decided to go to the country, where we 
could enjoy ourselves in the open and get plenty of fresh 
air. 

We were about ten miles from town when we heard a 
terrible noise, like that of a pistol shot. We all jumped 
out of the car thinking that we had a blowout, but all the 
tires were up and the spare tire was still on the back, so we 
decided that it must have been another car. A little further 
along we heard the same noise. Then we became fright- 
ened. It sounded just like a pistol and we all feared that 
some one was following us. After quite a bit of hesita- 
tion I stopped my car and walked all around it, but still 
nothing seemed to be wrong. By this time my sisters were 
terribly frightened. They felt sure somebody was follow- 
ing us. They talked of a suspicious looking man who 
came to the door begging the day before. He asked for 
help and my sister told him: to go to the charities for help. 
He had said that he couldn't be bothered with that because 
he would have to go through too much ''red tape." One 
word led to another until the beggar got so mad that he 
forgot about his assumed defect in his speech and his lame 
leg. My sister ended by reporting him to the police. "I 
just know it must have been him, because he passed by 
home this morning," said my sister. This statement was 
heard over and over again. 

"But why should he want to kill you for such a trivial 
thing as that? Well, that's what you get for being so im- 
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fanfest to the old gentleman. I guess you will learn better 
day, provided you live; but it looks as though you 
have that chance any more.” 

IJnsi about this time we heard this awful noise again. I 
fcrrd been laughing, but after having heard about the beg- 
3sad hearing the noise for the third time, I felt a little 
myself, and instead of stopping, I went straight 
Ej^hd. We met a farmer along the roadside and told him 
dreadful thing and asked him if we could spend the 
Lagfc- there. He said, “Yes.” So we spent a restless night 
IIBiiiiVi _ of the things that had happened. 

B We got up in the morning and got in the car and started 
mm when we heard this terrible noise again. The farmer, 
PL. ji i n .T jlow frightened we looked, asked what was the mat- 
We asked him didn’t he hear that shot. 

I Well, I have never seen anyone laugh so much in all my 
||■i^ that farmer did. 

r^^Why, that — ” and he couldn’t finish it for laughing, 
awhile, however, he stopped laughing long enough 
say. “That was a backfire of the motor.” 


Frank May, ’29. 


Evolution 


Jimmy/' shouted Tom from across the street, 
“Dad is going to take me to the Zoo Sunday after- 
^ noon. Would you like to go along?" 
re thing," returned Jimmy. 'T'll be ready when 
come by. So long. See you Sunday." 
t was on Friday. Jimmy looked forward for Sunday 
L Finally after so long a time Sunday rolled around, 
^ sunny day. Jimmy got up bright and early, dressed 
iday school, and was off in high spirits. He seemed 
forgotten his lesson, for he couldn't answer a single 

Q. 

3 bells and the toot of a horn. 

1 ready, Jimmy? Then let's go." 


■ 
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At last Jimmy would get to see the Zoo. It was his 
first visit, so naturally he was very much excited over it. 

They spent the whole afternoon going from one cage 
to another and asking Mr. Holmes a million questions, at 
least it seemed a million to him. 

Monday morning while they were on their way to school 
Tommy asked Jim which animal he liked best. 

‘'Well,'' said Jimmy, “it's hard to say, but I guess I liked 
the monkeys best." 

So that was the start of a big argument between the 
two small boys, Jimmy and Tom. 

“Tom," asked Jimmy, quite seriously, “do you believe 
in evolution?" 

“Naw," said Tom. “I know my ancestors were not 
monkeys. They came over on the Mayflower, because Dad 
said so." 

“Well, I'll bet you a million dollars they were monkeys. 
My Daddy knows all about monkeys and he said he be- 
lieved in evolution. Besides, one of those monkeys we saw 
in the Zoo Sunday looks just like your Dad." 

“You can say what you want to, Jimmy, but I know my 
ancestors didn't come from monkeys, and my Dad don't 
look like one, either, and if you say he does I'll sock you in 
your eye." 

“Well," replied Jimmy, “you needn't get sore about it. 
You know it's the truth and your Dad is not the only 
person I've seen who looks like a monkey. That squatty 
old man who lives down on Jane Street looks just like a 
monkey. I'd like to have a picture of him hanging from a 
limb. Everybody would know it was true then, and if I 
had your Dad and that old man nobody ever would ask 
another question about it." 

This was too much for Tom and he lit into Jimmy be- 
fore he knew what had happened. They fought as two small 
boys can fight without hurting each other very much, wal- 
lowing in the dirt mostly. Finally Tom get the best of 
Jimmy, but after a hard fight. At school they still talked 
about evolution when the principal asked what they'd been 
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Arier some time he found out about the fight. Each 
ird it on the other, much to the amusement of the 
Neither had started it. He sent them home to 
tbeir clothes, but not until he had punished them 

WmL Jimmy did not see each other for a whole 
pt only at school, but when school was out that 
rj made up and evolution was entirely forgotten, 
je at least. C. Miller, *28. 


Brothers Under the Skin 

Y were not really brothers, of course, but they 
rare, under the skin ; and it took the love of the 
sstme woman to make them realize it. Jane was 
and while she was not hard on the eyes, she was 
; had one weakness and that was having an ad- 
5he always had a group of admirers at her feet, 
always had them fooled. You know the kind that 
think she is sweet and innocent. 

Am and Frank had always been good friends and now 
f grown into husky boys. They were traveling 
amd had reached Rome. By a strange coincidence 
visiting this old city at the same time, 
bad met her and had fallen desperately in love, and 
were seen together, Don looking into Jane’s brown 
a doglike devotion that was kin to worship. She 
paid him back with a smile that made his heart 
sar. Then Frank fell for her. Frank the stolid and 
who, although outwardly cold and indifferent at 
ppsea^ngs, was inwardly afire with a burning love for 
1:)^ and Frank grew further apart as Jane heaped 
one and then the other. Each would look up 
and catch the other scowling at him. 
ihBe right the three were visiting the amphitheater and 
cr, shining on Jane’s hair and half shadowing her 
her eyes stand out. She looked as the enchant- 
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ing women of old had looked when the wild beasts and men 
had fought centuries ago in the arena. 

As Jane mounted into the gallery she paused as if 
struck by an idea and said, Tf you both love me you can 
settle it here and I will decide the winner.” 

Frank, unable to stand the thing that he had wanted 
to say for weeks, flung down his cigarette with a shower 
of sparks and taking off his coat, stood in the middle of 
the silent ring waiting for Don. 

Don was no slower, and as the boys advanced into the 
middle of the arena Jane clapped her hands and called 
encouragement to each. They moved with a silent tread, 
their white shirts clearly visible in the moonlight. 

The battle was short and furious. In some way Frank’s 
fist connected with Don’s jaw and he dropped like a dog. 
As Frank looked up and walked over to the gallery there 
was no pity in Jane’s eyes. She smiled a terrible smile 
and with a mocking laugh slowly turned her thumbs down. 

And then, as if in a dream, Frank retraced his steps, 
bent down and picking up Don in his arms, walked out of 
the arena. To Jane’s ears came Frank’s voice, and she 
heard the word “buddy,” and then she realized that they 
were brothers under the skin. Allan Walker, Jr. 


Getting Settled 

HEN J ames Burling passed on into other surround- 
ings, he left behind a son, a daughter, a lot of 
ready money, and of greatest importance to him, 
the island of Kotaki. Jimi Burling, Jr., was as good as al- 
most any boy of his age, which incidentally was twenty- 
four. He had just finished college, and if it is proper for 
it to be spoken of in this way, his paternal loss came at 
an opportune time. He had not entered any kind of busi- 
ness, and since he fell heir to the island that his father had 
so cherished, he decided to go there for the first time. 
His sister was married, and well taken care of by her large 
inheritance. 





MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


21 


Burling knew very little about the island, ex- 
i iiad been the chief source of his father's income, 
had ordered that he should not sell the island, 
should keep it and live on its vast resources, 
gjad of the chance to go to the island, for he had 
f i-inting, fishing, rest and quiet. He was becom- 
’wizh the life he was leading, and it was really 
for him to learn something of his inheritance, 
a very fertile island with about two hundred 
si^iiare miles of land in cultivation. In the jungles 
K an abundance of fruit, which constituted a large 
Ae exports.^ Tobacco, sugar cane and coffee were 
i^T&ied and there was a ready market for all. 
situated in the South Seas, there was a week- 
■■■iBcr :o take the products to other ports. 

I piwr Jim Burling arrived he was thoroughly displeased 
ItAe asj-ects. The heat was almost unbearable, the sun 
ym fiarnig that he found it necessary to wear smoked 
e natives were very barbarous looking, and there 
one white man there. This man was the care- 
he was very loyal to the Burlings. The natives 
and as he was considerate of them, every na- 
e island was his friend. The natives called him 
that was a great strain on themi, for any extra 
their part was unbearable. The hot climate 
necessary for the work to go on slowly, and a na- 
ver known to hurry on any occasion, 
explained some of the points of running the island 
learned that the contentment of the native work- 
tte most important thing. 

said Roy, ‘‘you can't drive these natives to any- 
Wbai they do is what they want to, so don't try to 
MS I have never had any trouble with them, and 
as some white person doesn't come around and 
wable. there isn't any." 

bedded to stay for a year or so if he could stand it. 
time he could learn of the commerce, and be assured 
m island was in good hands. Roy was contented 
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with his own life, and he had a family to keep him com^- 
pany. The cottage in which Jim took up quarters was the 
typical house of the tropics. It was built on piles about 
four feet above the ground. The walls were made of small 
light sticks, firmly bound together. The roof was thatched, 
but well enough constructed to keep out the heavy rains. 
The walls were covered with native weapons . and orna- 
ments. 

The monotony of the life was worse than Jim had ex- 
pected. The insects in the jungles made hunting too un- 
pleasant, and fishing in the shark-infested water was very 
little pleasure. He had no interest in the “ukelele ladies,'' 
and he began to think of his friends at home. 

One day Roy came in and told him of something that 
relieved him of some of the monotony. 

'‘Jim," he said, “there is a gang of men that come every 
few days to the far side of the island. They come in a 
yacht, an old steamer, and when they leave they take most 
of the money that we give our laborers. The natives kept 
it a secret from me until this morning, when I asked them 
what so many were doing over on that side." 

“What are they up to?" asked Jim, “gambling or sell- 
ing liquor?" 

“Both," answered Roy. “It seems as though the natives 
have gotten attached to the liquor that these fellows bring. 
The light wine that we have here is pretty mild, but these 
men are making sots out of all the natives. They get them 
drunk and then get them gambling. When they sober up 
the men are gone and so are their wages. These white men 
make a living that way, going from island to island, cheat- 
ing the natives. The laborers were contented before they 
came, but now resentment is growing and some of our men 
are wanting to grab the bunch the next time they come, 
take all their money and liquor, and then drive them) away. 
If they try that there will be some shooting and a hornet's 
nest will develop. These natives, once they are started, 
will not stop until they have killed every man on that ship. 
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to be driven away, but there is no need to 
rren though they are crooks.” 
aeit time they come, why not pay them a visit 
T" asked Jimi. ‘‘Have some dependable native to 
r item and have him tell us before the others find 
ttey are there.” 

■l"" answered Roy, ''and you and I can take along 
of rides and come to some kind of conclusion at 
t when they find that they have been caught up 
riE stay away without any special inducements. 


we can go over there just as soon as they come 
I stop the trouble,'' said Jim. "I have noticed 
5 around lately and that is unusual. These men 
started something pretty bad.” 
word came to them that the ship had arrived 
place. The two men took their rifles and start- 
loc-g trip across the island. They traveled swiftly 
they found the harbor before any natives ar- 
They reached the beach finally, and to their aston- 
aweral bullets struck the sand near them and the 
wl a rifle came to them from the yacht. 

to try to fight,” said Roy, as they ran to shelter 
se rocks. "They only want us to understand 
:o keep away.” 

saw nothing else to do, so they went back to 
Tbeir long trip had been a failure, and they had 
Oil the intruders were hostile. 

the next few days the natives became more ill- 
assd just as he expected, Roy heard the natives 
to carry out their first intentions. He told Jim 
te fad overheard, and together they tried to devise 
warning the men on the yacht from, the incensed 
They saw that it would be worse than useless to 
with the natives, 
is a United States possession; suppose we try 
scrre help from a cruiser,” proposed Jim. 
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‘‘The authorities would probably think the matter too 
trivial for such a long trip/' answered Roy. “Suppose we 
try some method of keeping the natives away. 

“I don't think we could," said Jim, “because since they 
are so determined to get their money back, I don't believe 
they would stop for anything. Suppose you send word by 
one of the natives, telling him to get there before any of 
the others do. He won't be able to read the message, and it 
will let those fellows know what is about to happen. They 
don't deserve all this trouble, but these natives would get 
too rough, and considering the way they use rifles, they 
would try to stop any trouble on board, but that would be 
useless with so many natives." 

Roy approved of this plan and they gave a runner a 
message to the men on the ship and sent him to the harbor 
to wait for their arrival. 

The yacht came and the native took the message to 
them. The men studied over the warning, but decided 
that it must be a trick to get rid of them. The profits were 
too large to be so easily let go. They sent back the mes- 
sage, “The natives have such a good time here we know 
that you invented that story. Send all your men over, but 
you stay away." 

“They will catch it all right," said Roy, “and it will be 
soon. Let's go over and see the show." 

They hurried over the well-worn trail and concealed 
themselves from the yacht before the first party of natives 
arrived. From their hiding place they could see the men 
on the yacht and they seemed to be pretty tough fellows. 
Soon a few natives came. The yacht steamed up close in- 
side the harbor and they went aboard. Others came and 
soon they started bringing cases of liquor ashore. Every 
native seemed in the best of moods until they had lose or 
spent their money. Then as one they went for the whites. 
The attack was sudden and the natives had them tied up in 
a jiffy. There was no time for resistance. They had just 
been too sure of themselves. The safe was found and rifled 
of its contents. The remaining liquor was taken ashore 
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’Siih: was left, its occupants bound. Finally one 
rrrked the cords loose that held him and he freed 
They slowly steamed away and never returned. 
Joe watched all this with pleasure. The na- 
-ii:: been so rough after all, but the ship was not 
tB rfcarn. 

ironths later when the natives had gotten back 
ir r-fgular routine of work Jim left the island. He 
mi iLat it was in good hands and that life in New 
best of all. D. L. ScoTT, Jr., ’27. 


Restoration 

L5t I am alone, alone for the first time in three 
with an extensive expanse of time at my dis- 
Being thus so fortunate to have solitude as 
I have come into this old chapel to jot down 
of events that have transpired during the 
sjprt years. Events that have altered my opinion of 
*?Ti- me become a detrim.ent to society, events 

raarref me from this state into one that forms a 
icrfjzzLg contrast, that is, a believer in God’s truths 
a frje^ £ ;o mankind. 

lEi ff'^ r years ago I first left my home to be away for 
of time. My father decided to register 
m i snffnt at Bormwell College, so that I might pursue 
atsiify :f literature, in which I had shown remarkable 
preparatory school. I shall never forget my de- 
rt was a sad one indeed and very much against 
because of my love for Anne. Anne was my 
I ibi'^r’shed her above all others. She had inspired 
if me much since the death of my mother two 

to this day of departure, and to think that I 
see her for a whole year was something not very 
to me. 

Ejwni arrival at college I immediately went to the 
' kad been assigned me in the last letter I had re- 
mmt Entering my quarters I saw my room-mate, the 
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man with whom I was to fight the monotony of a year of 
study. My first impression of him was correct; he was a 
carefree fellow, and told me that he had not come to college 
to study but to get away from the “folks,'' as he had termed 
his family, and to get a greater “kick" out of life. 

After six months of living in close association with this 
room-mate of mine, I was very much like him, having adopt- 
ed many of his so-called “collegiate ideas." This new laxity 
to which I had become accustomed had almost made me 
forget Anne. My letters to her became less frequent, until 
at the end of a year she was the least of my thoughts, so 
I gladly accepted an invitation to stay at my friend's camp 
in the woods of Maine, not at all desiring to return home 
to see her. 

The next three years of my college life was merely a 
repetition of the last six months of the first. I returned 
home only twice during that time, avoiding Anne on both 
occasions, and when I graduated I was not only a slave to 
dissipation, but also a confirmed atheist. 

My father was very much displeased with me, me of 
whom he had expected such great things. But even at this 
he did not deprive me of the trip to Europe he had promised 
for graduation. Had he refused, however, I would have 
gone at my own expense, for I had taken my mother's estate 
into hand since I h^d become of age, therefore I did not 
lack sufficient funds for my selfish wanderings. 

I traveled the continent fromi the Atlantic Ocean to 
Petrograd and back again, and after two years of traveling 
I settled in Venice with James Swan, an old college chum, 
who had specialized in foreign commerce and was now em- 
ployed by an American importer. I chose Venice not only 
because of my friend's being there, but also because of the 
American travelers who always come there and often stay 
for some length of time on account of the beauty and 
quaintness of the ancient city. 

One evening Jimi informed me that we were to be guests 
at a ball given by an American. He said that most of the 
guests would be Americans since it was late in the sum- 
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■rany were at that time enjoying the grandeur 
mmefElight on the Venetian canals. Having dressed 
Hty for this gala occasion, we went to the hotel, 
were received with great courtesy. 

2 few introductions, I felt as if I were back in 
CTcept for an occasional bit of jabbering from a 
It was at this ball that my entire life shifted 
course. 

2 rime I wearied of the dancing and went out 
ada which overlooked the canal lying as a streak 
beneath the gorgeous moon. I sought there to 
2 r::, but had been there only a moment when a 
fcer ereort came out and sat on the banister of the 
re distance from where I was reclining. The 
to be very beautiful, for she was plainly visi- 
anJight. I looked at her for some minutes and 
^sirous of seeking an introduction, when I 
hpr companion was none other than my friend 
not hesitate but boldly walked over to Jim 
seeing me was quite confused when he tried to 
to his friend and found he had forgotten her 
Tery hastily said, however, upon his apologies, 
matter about names, as we would probably 
2gain, so she would just be called anything I 
deem her. I called her Grace, for I had thought 
grace since my first sight of her standing in the 
Before the evening had flown I was not satis- 
tee mere name of Grace. I was eager to know 
She would not grant my wish, but I managed 
appointment with her for the next evening, 
sfefit when I went to my apartment I could not 
S:ad fallen in love with this beautiful creature 
led Grace, and about whom I knew nothing ex- 
le was my conception of beauty and loveliness 
1 ^ I had a vague memory that I had known some- 
before, but the thought of how wonderful she 
drove it from my mind. I had never known 
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anyone like her. I even thought of Anne, whom I could 
scarcely remember. 

The next evening at six she was at the appointed place 
with a gentleman whom she called uncle, who left us upon 
my arrival. I had little desire for food and was very much 
delighted when she suggested that we engage a gondola for 
the evening. It was not until we were afloat on the green 
waters of the canal, which were shimmering in the moon- 
light, that I had an opportunity to question her and find out 
her identity. She would not talk of that, however, but 
began saying somehing of how wonderful God was to make 
the world so beautiful, and of how she could not under- 
stand why people could doubt the existence of an Almighty 
Creator. Although I had long ago convinced myself that 
there was no God, I could not refrain from pondering on 
what she said, and finally concluded that there was logic 
in her convictions. It was while I was brooding over this 
that she startled me by saying that she had known me be- 
fore. Foolishly I laughed, because I thought that I surely 
would never have lost sight of her if this were true. Then 
came the words that not only bewildered me but made me 
gaze into the crystal waters of the canal and see memories 
of my youth; these words were: 

‘'My name is Anne.” 

In confusion I said, “There are many Annes. Where 
did you know me?” She then told me the story of my 
youth, even better than I could have done. 

After she had proven herself to be the Anne I had 
known long ago, in haste I tried to apologize for my in- 
attentiveness by telling her that my studies had kept me 
from writing. I half muttered, half spoke, and in my 
confusion said everything but the right thing. She seemed 
to be amused at my perplexity and laughed sarcastically. 

She then told me of her life since I had left. She had 
pursued her study of art and had only recently completed 
her course in Paris with great success. She also seemed 
to be in love, for she was returning to America in a week, 
as she had promised a friend, an artist like herself, that 
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ulre up her work with him. In this plan seemed 
le existence, for this friend was her suitor, 
to tell her I loved her she would not listen and 
to mind my look of anguish. 

:k later I followed her to America and then to 
in all that while I did not receive the slightest 
until she had begun her work with her 
was a very fine man and seemed to be very 
iT”e with her. 

f :e:2utiful Autumn morning she consented to go 
ITT a drive into the country. During the course 
I asked her if I might ever look forward to 
iier or must I perish in despair without her. She 
: : *:-? touched but still remained unbroken in her 
::~ards me. She proposed that I go back to my 
: at the end of six months she would write me 

da}^ I left with the cold parting that sent me 
zrr.ey with little hope of ever regaining her ad- 
n. At home I had no one who might console me, not 
±:ng I could do to help me gain my prize. So I 
sod whom I had renounced, and after a time I 
«!£:Ti::ened. There came into my soul a peace that 
i a?: sent throughout my years of idle living. Some- 
frantically, sometimes peacefully, and at 
ilKayers became so fervent that I was sure God 
me my wish. 

Morning I received a letter from Anne. She tells 
she loves me better than anything on earth, and 
■bt: wait one month longer, then she will come 


overjoyed at the outcome of my years of folly, 
[ arrre forth not only as a lover of God, but also of the 


Wade Fillips, ’27. 
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The Climbers 

K OWN on Rowdy Row in the heart of the poorer 
section of one of the larger Eastern cities, namely 
New York, in a dilapidated five-story, cooped-up 
tenement house lived the hard-working Pat McCarthy with 
his “fat-woman-in-the-circus’' wife and two children, 
Martha, aged eighteen, and ‘'Mickey, ’’ aged sixteen years. 

At the present time Pat was engaged in work at his 
own garage, which had from a small one-room shack, 
gradually grown larger and larger into a one-story spaci- 
ous, fire-proof garage, and was growing larger all the time 
f'OT Pat had an ideal location, which he had bought for a 
song when property was cheap. Pat McCarthy's one am- 
bition was to be a success in life and to be respected among 
his fellow men; to acquire this end he toiled everlastingly. 
Besides his garage interests he was secretly working on an 
improvement for automobiles which would revolutionize 
the whole automobile industry. 

But in this wide world nothing can be kept secret. A 
band of Wall Street brokers and financiers somehow 
learned of this experiment which was being carried on by 
McCarthy and realizing its importance and money-making 
possibilities tried all means imaginable to secure some sort 
of plan or drawings of McCarthy's experiment, not even 
stopping at employing ruffians to seize him, beat him and 
search him thoroughly. But Pat, even though he was an 
Irishman, had sense in his head, and expected something 
of the sort; therefore he never carried any plans or traces 
of the experiment on his person. 

There was only one person in on the secret besides Pai 
and this was his faithful employe Jerry McCorkle, whom 
Pat had found a waif of the streets, had taken him home, 
and raised him with his own two children. Jerry was a 
likeable sort of fellow, always merry and gay, full of life 
and Irish wit. He had fallen for Martha when they were 
kids at school, her soft, warm eyes and beautiful brown hair 
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Ear willing slave, and this love of his for her 
,*£3n:;ered but continuously burned in a strong, 
>Iartha also loved Jerry but did not show it 
is Jerry, for she knew the ways of a man. 
. be and Jerry were the closest of pals, “thick 
e put it. Mrs. McCarthy was the typical Irish 
■arared, forever smiling, kind-hearted, shiny 
EEsi as a barrel. Her one ambition was along 
as that of her husband Pat, to reach the 
die i-Dcial ladder and mingle among the “swells” 
fcsr-dred. 

passed and the McCarthys at last realized 
for ambition. The improvement had suc- 
Fa; was sitting easy for the rest of his days. 

■ Li been submitted to the largest automobile 
II part of the country and had been immedi- 
lii. The company had offered him a cash price, 
bet yet not half the value of the invention ; but 
business brain and preferred the royalties off 

on which Pat received word from the company 
r, a very busy and profitable day, but he, over- 
tZE good news and his views of the future, dis- 
employees, secured the first automobile in his 
md together with Jerry hastened home, breaking 
rsies absolutely. The car had hardly stopped when 
jimped out, rushed into the tenement house, and 
liie five long flights of stairs, taking two steps 

^ : Maggie ! Everybody !” he shouted breathlessly, 
c«i»±ed the top of the stairs, followed close behind 

matter?” asked Mrs. McCarthy, a bit uneasy, 
ig previously been informed of her husband’s in- 


12^ - MTiy me dear wife,” he answered, joy written 
kii face, “we’re rich! And there be the whole 


38 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


story/' showing her the letter which he had just that morn- 
ing received. 

‘‘Blessed be the saints !" she exclaimed after having read 
over the letter which Pat had showed her. “Now there be 
no more working for Maggie McCarthy. I'll have me 
shoffers and maids and everything," and she executed a few 
steps of the jig. 

“What's all this?" asked Martha, running in and seeing 
her father and Jerry at home at that time of the day. 

“Look here," explained Jerry, who showed her the 
letter. 

“Hot pup!" she cried from joy, after she had read it, 
and then mimicking one of the four hundred, “bawlly 
weather, yaas?" 

By this time Mickey was roused by the bedlam of con- 
versation that was going on and he was also soon made 
aware of the recent trend of fortune. The whole McCarthy 
family w^s naturally overjoyed and excited by the success 
of Mr. McCarthy's invention, and were eagerly discussing 
plans for the future. Jerry was the only restained one 
among them, for he had no connection with the family and 
expected nothing except his accustomed salary as an em- 
ployee. However, McCarthy was not that sort of fellow 
but shared everything with Jerry, who helped him complete 
and preseiwe his invention, and considered him a member 
of the family. 

A few weeks passed, the McCarthys had purchased a 
home in the neighborhood of the cream of society. Pat 
McCarthy was no longer known, but in is place was Patrick 
Aloysius Macarthay, Esquire. The name had not yet been 
placed on the social register, but Mrs. Macarthay was see- 
ing to that end with a ball in mind upon their entrance into 
society, which would be the most beautiful and picturesque 
affair of the year. 

The ball was one week off. For the whole month Mrs. 
Macarthay had been planning and decorating for the great- 
est social function of the year. All day long the phones 
kept ringing and the doors kept slamming and everything 
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a ^eat hubbub. The decorators were kept coming 
g. cooks were interviewed, and servants were 
Modistes and tailors were snipping and ripping, 
Md sewing, producing wearing apparel for the 
y s. It seemed indeed that it would be the greatest 
nt of the year, 
kss the great night came. The guests began arriving 
earlier than usual, eager to glimpse the hostess and 
30 brilliant an affair. The children and Jerry were 
too, seeing to the entertainment of the guests. The 
was charming, that is, as far as appearances were 
dressed in a shimmering cloth of silver and be- 
with glittering stones; urged by the tight corsets 
beauty shop she even seemed a bit slim. As for 
he was the model of fashion, for the first time in 
a a tuxedo and winged collar, 
ball could have gone on without anyone speaking 
have been a brilliant success; but the hosts had 
and then and there the affair was ruined. Un- 
Mr. and Mrs. Macarthay had not consulted a book 
:e and knew very little, if even anything at all 
customs and traits of the higher set. 
the introductions had ceased, the ball began. 
Pat nor Maggie had ever danced before 
tse steps of their native country which are far 
from these, nor was their dancing successfully 
Pat, who in the early part of the evening 
ed the punch bowl too frequently, was not himself, 
one of his sprees endeavored to induce a mother- 
tc teach him the ‘'Blackbottom.’’ At this many of 
5 felt insulted and began leaving at once, 
ve room, Pat McCarthy,’’ ordered the fuming 
forgetting herself for a moment and losing her as- 
poLse, “Oh ye man, what will I do?” 
and (hie) kishes — ,” 

out of here, you drunken mule,” she ordered, 
dry I am — .” 
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At last her patience was drained, she grasped her hus- 
band by the arm and dragged himi out of the room, many 
guests gathering to see. Learning the cause of the dis- 
order, the guests at once prepared to depai^t. 

But while the ball was an absolute failure, one person 
was the happiest in the world, and that was Jerry Mc- 
Corkle. All during the evening he had tagged behind 
Martha, following her from one place to another and had 
finally succeeded in inducing her to walk with him through 
the gardens. The moon was in its glory, sending from far, 
far above its radiant light on the two lovers. The stars 
twinkling and shining brightly seemed to withhold some 
secret from the world, and the wind blowing softly through 
the trees murmured sweet songs to the two. They stopped 
at the pool and watched the trickling water, the magic of 
the surrounding atmosphere held them spell bound. 

‘T love you he whispered softly into her ear, as if not 
to break the magic spell, as he seized her in his arms. 

His lips sought hers; they kised. 

‘T love you too,'' she murmured at length. 

‘'Will you marry me?" he asked. She assented. Had 
he not reason to be happy? 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Begorra! By the Saint Pathrick, just 
look, you fool, what the paper says about you and our ball," 
sighed Mrs. Macarthay the next morning. And there in 
fine print was the item: 

“Not only was the “parthy" last evening given by the 
Mr. and Mrs. Patrick Aloysius Macarthay remarkable from 
beginning to end, but in order to entertain the guests a 
battle was staged between the host and the hostess, in which 
the hostess was victor." 

“See what you did ; you started it all." 

“Hush, Pat McCarthy, or I scull ye." 

The McCarthys, unsuccessful in climbing the social lad- 
der, immediately after Jerry and Martha's wedding, made 
an extended voyage to Europe, accompanied by Mr. and 
Mrs. Jerry McCorkle, in order to try their ability in climib- 

''^8^ Manuel Valaske, ’ 28 . 
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The Call ot the WiW 


LFRED DEAN was a perfect specimen of a city 
youth. He had never been in the country except 
on a train and so for that reason he decided that 
take a short camping trip in the Maine woods 
coming summer. 

; he was known by his friends, was also a perfect 
of egotism, and thinking that he knew all about 
he decided to make the trip by himself, just to 
fe father, who thought he was a lounge lizard, what 
6o. Now Ar father was a man who had spent 
er part of his youth in the country and had come 
city at the age of twenty. Endowed with a marvel- 
iss instinct, he had at middle age become a promi- 
ipire in his home town, and now in the latter years 
Me had amassed a considerable fortune. He hated 
iii son grow to be a tea-hound and a loafer, but re- 
ing the hard times he had had in his own youth he 
tih to refuse money when his son asked him for it. 
A1 asked his father’s permission to '‘rough it” for 
it was granted with pleasure, 
face summer and with it the day of Al’s departure. All 
fs were gathered at the station to wish him a good 
see him off. AFs father smiled and offered to bet 
one hundred dollars that he would not stay a full 
m/L the woods. A1 took the bet, saying that it was 
money off the old man,” and kissing his mother, 
^tested loudly “savage country” all alone, he boarded 
and stood on the observation platform waving 
sndl he was lost from sight around a curve in the 


TMee days later A1 got off a dinkey train at a small 
marked Pike Landing. No one was in sight except 
old station keeper, whose station looked more like 
than anything else. 
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^Ts this a very wild part of the country?’^ asked A1 in 
a gruff voice. 

The old station master looked A1 over, guessing at a 
glance that he was a greenhorn, and then sat back in his 
chair and proceeded to fill and light his huge pipe before 
he answered. 

'‘Wall, there’s been two bears, five wolves and no end 
of wildcats killed ’bout here lately.” 

"What!” yelled Al, beginning to get cold feet at the 
very start. "How soon does another train leave this place?” 

"Not for two days at least,” replied the old man, smiling 
to himself. 

"Well, I am not going to stay around this joint for two 
days, so I guess I will have to strike out and do my camp- 
ing in these parts anyway,” said Al with a groan. 

The scene has changed from morning to dusk and our 
hero, some fifteen miles from the station is just emerging 
upon the shores of a beautiful lake. The sky is over-clouded 
and the distant thunder warns him that he must make 
camp. The sipot pleases him, so he sets about to find a suit- 
able place to set up his pup tent. 

Casting his eyes about, Al saw a small gulley leading 
down to the lake. It was just about as wide as his tent so 
Al proceeded to set it up in the bed of the gully. 

It was a rotten job at the best, fastened down with pegs 
that were about an inch long and not strong enough to hold 
a sack. The job finished, however, Al set about preparing 
supper and thinking about wolves and bears. Knowing 
nothing of wildcats he considered them no more than a 
stray tabby cat and was convinced that he could seize one 
by his tail and toss him into the nearest briar patch. 

After a valiant effort he succeeded in making away with 
about half of the vile supper he had prepared, and crawling 
into his tent he rolled up in his blanket and began to dream 
of his soft bed at home. 

It was about two o’clock in the morning when the storm 
broke, and Al, sleeping in the bed of the gully soon awoke 
to find himiself lying in the middle of a small torrent rush- 
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the lake. Springing up he saw with the aid of 
his camping outfit being washed out of the 
-iown the gully. He was at loss whether to follow 
regain it or remain in the tent, when suddenly 
zhe pegs on one side of the tent were jerked loose 
^“Ind and that side of the tent began to flap up and 
That decided him. He would rather lose his outfit 
: left uncovered to the storm. He seized the loose 
jHT f tite tent and set about keeping the entire thing from 
away. 

A1 became aware that he was going to have a 
for standing in the darkness near the front of the 
make out an animal about two feet high which 
10 be seeking shelter from the storm. In the dark- 
couldn’t make out any particulars of the animal 
that he didn’t seem to have any tail. The beast pro- 
j enter the tent and was lost to sight in the dark- 
% mihin. Soon A1 heard a sniffing at his elbow and 
r?? almost out of his senses he made a wild swing at his 
f^^iest. A terrifying wail split the air, and A1 felt 
daws tear through his shirt and lay open several 
sri;) gashes in his arm, for the poor beast, seeking shelter, 
o ^^posedly safe place from the storm had smelled 
strange nearby and had proceeded to investigate, 
siddenly, from the surrounding darkness a terrific 
d been landed upon its ear, wherefore he proceeded 
Tent to his feelings as best he could with his vocal 
&nd make a wild slap at this unseen monster and 
nearest opening, in which act he was almost 
upon by something else that seemed to be in a 
hurry to leave the vicinity. A1 did not need to be 
:: this was a wildcat and of a very different temper 
he had imagined one would be. 
surrendered his shelter to the trespasser, who he 
was still under its cover, A1 retreated to the pro- 
of some giant fir trees that grew on top of the small 
at overlooked the lake. There he sat and shivered 
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the rest of the night, groaning and cursing in spells the 
fates that had ever led him to undertake this wild venture. 

The sun had risen above the top of the ridge. All the 
clouds had disappeared, and the morning sky was of a 
deep blue, the shade of blue that comes only after a storm. 
The smooth lake was reflecting in its mirror-like surface 
the trees upon its shores while here and there along the 
edges could be seen light splashes as trout struck at un- 
wary flies. Far out from shore could be seen the half 
submerged remains of AVs tent where it was blown by the 
storm. 

Our hero was awakened from a light sleep into which 
he had fallen, since the first light of morning had appeared, 
by a species of barking, heard in an adjoining ravine. His 
worst fear was coming true, a timber wolf was after him. 
Suddenly with a bound a huge wolf topped the ridge and 
stood not five yards off. A1 sprang to his feet but was un- 
able to move farther. His voice and his heart become en- 
tangled in his throat so he could not cry out. Then the 
monster, grinning terribly, rushed upon him and knocked 
him down. 

A1 couldn’t have moved if he had wanted to as the huge 
brute stood astride of him. He could feel his hot breath 
in his face and every minute he expected to feel the cruel 
jaws close on his throat. Suddenly he heard a human 
voice cry out: 

''Here, you ! Stop hurting my dog.” 

At this the wolf sprang away from A1 and ran towards 
the sound. Slowly A1 sat up and looked in the direction the 
monster had taken. Could it be true, or was he seeing 
things, for there stood the terrible wolf beside a man who 
was patting him on his head. Then it dawned upon AL 
this was no wolf but only a police dog. 

"What are you doing here?” asked the stranger com- 
ing up. 

"I came up here to camp in these woods where it is 
wild. But what are you doing out here so far from civiliza- 
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said Al, arising from the ground where he had been 
« by the playful dog. 

ilid? Far from civilization?” queried the stranger. 
^ 5;;Idenly he broke out into a loud laugh. “My boy, 
paBE-ier home is just around the promontory, and if you 
with me I will see that you get cleaned up and a 
_ ‘ of clothes.” 
thought your dog was a wolf,” said Al, who was in 

over the sudden change of affairs. 

^Co. Fido and I are out for our morning walk. Fido 
xa’-dn’t hurt a fly, he only wanted to play with you. 
Ifee way, what is your name ?” 

"Alfred Dean, Jr.” 

f-^Thy I know your father well. I have had several very 
5 y business i-elations with him. You ai'e more than 
. to my home as long as you wish to stay.” 

Al did not wish to stay, and as soon as he was 

i once more he borrowed his host’s car and went over 
j station of White Bluff which was only about one mile 
. where he had spent the night and sent the following 

TSe cit5- is much safer than these damn woods. Wire 
for return trip immediately. You win bet; but 
rush up the railroad fare. 

AL 

Moultrie Ball, ’27. 
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Sticking It Out 

n HEN Stuart Hayes was asked to leave school be- 
cause of failure on his part to keep up in his 
classes, he refused to take it seriously. Stuart 
didn’t seem to care at first; he could easily enter college 
somewhere else. He went home cheerfully, and as his father 
was out of town he planned not to tell anyone until he re- 
turned. The crowd that Stuart went with did not hold ii 
against him, for most of them had nearly been asked to 
quit also. The father did not return until several day? 
after his son’s dismissal. Stuart thoroughly enjoyed him- 
self those few days. He was only a freshman and life 
was no burden to him. 

Finally Mr. Hayes returned. That night Stuart ap- 
proached him in the library of his home. ‘"Dad,” he said, 
‘T got kicked out of school a few days ago. It didn’t amouni 
to much, but the profs seemed bent on getting rid of me.” 

Mr. Hayes left the room without replying, and to Stuart 
it seemed that he was very unconcerned about it. In a few 
minutes Mr. Hayes returned. ‘‘What have you been doing 
for the last four days?” he asked. 

“Oh, not anything much, just taking a little rest before 
I start in somewhere else,” answered Stuart. 

Then the storm broke. “That’s what the trouble is 
now,” he raged. “You haven’t been doing anything hni 
resting since you started into college. I have talked with 
your mother and she agrees with me. You have lost four 
valuable days. You should have been hunting work, for 
you’ll need it now.” 

‘But, Dad, you surely don’t mean that?” began Stuart- 
“Yes, I mean just that,” interrupted Mr. Hayes. “You 
are going to get a job tomorrow, if you can find one; and if 
you intend to stay here, you can start paying some board. 
And next, don’t mention my name in finding work. You 
have already been ruined by my name and my money.” 

Stuart hardly knew what to say or do. The next morn- 
ing he set out to find a position. This would have been 
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he eould have used for a pull his father’s reputation, 
he had been instructed not to do so, things became 
plicated. He was only nineteen, but he had 
. ide not to try to beg off. As he had not any corn- 
training, he was refused at several places. Finally 
ion he applied at the railroad shops, and then 
^en a position as a helper. Though his salary was 
IL he determined not to stay at his father’s house, 
a few of his clothes, and without even a word to his 
re rented a room near the shops. He decided to 
srpiX his friends and save some money. These things 
him up surprisingly. After several days he be- 
_Bre used to the hard work, but he was sick at heart 
iirrr rough crowds, uncomfortable living and, most 
loneliness. He stuck it out, nevertheless, and 
thought of going back. 

large city there was not much chance of his father 
Mm. and Stuart did not want them to know where 
anyway. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hayes were really worried over 
r. Stuart was not really as firm as he had appeared 
’ng his son. 

certainly did wrong to tell him that I agreed with 
-ated Mrs. Hayes for the twenty-fifth time. “He 
■TCc tell me goodbye, because he thought that we 
■e what became of him. If he had come to see me 

left I would not have let him go.” 

Caess he has had enough work by now,” said Mr. 
“aiid I can easily get him back into school ; but we 
bw where to find him. He has lasted better than 
i he would.” 

.fecoie was approaching Stuart. One morning as he 
a piece of steel a large emery wheel broke that 
— f^g at a high rate of speed about twenty feet away 
A fragment struck him a glancing blow on the 
The ambulance was called and he was rushed to the 
where he was examined and pronounced not se- 
isjured. No one knew him and he was placed in a 
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charity ward. After a space of two days, during which 
he could not talk, or else did not wish to, he was recognized 
by one of his old crowd, who was injured by a bottle at a 
“party.'' He had to sober up before anything was learned 
of him, and it was then that he recognized Stuart. 

When Stuart awoke his father and mother were with 
him. Mr. Hayes was so proud he could hardly express him- 
self. “When the railroad found out who you were they 
sent a lawyer to me offering to compromise with enough 
to let you finish college," he said, “and I hope that the 
piece of emery wheel that they took out of your head will 
leave an open place for some knowledge to enter." 

D. L. Scott, Jr., '27. 


Primrose Pavilion 

I|jTRAWBERRY preserves bubbled on the stove- 
Sarah Anne Parkins, tenderly watching over the 
Li!S2il mixture, was interrupted by the ringing of the tel- 
ephone. It was not the Parkins' number, but that didn’t 
matter on the party line. 

“The dance pavilion is burning, and — " 

Sarah Anne did not wait to hear more, but flew out of 
the door and down to the front gate. The small town (rf 
Bridgeton could easily be seen from- this point. The mam 
road had been quiet all morning, but now there was a rat- 
tling of automobiles and wagons. 

The burning of the dance pavilion was not of especial 
interest to Sarah Anne, so she turned around and went 
back to her cooking. She wasn't going to let a mess of pre- 
serves burn up just to watch something burn that should 
have burnt before it was ever built. Besides, Jed would 
tell her all about it when he came back from the creamery. 

She heard the sound of a car coming up the lane. The 
fire must be over and that would be Jed coming back. 
Didn't sound like Jed. His motor ran smoother. She 
reached the door just in time to see Parson Grey approach- 
ing. 
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round to the front parlor, Parson Grey,” she 


*s sit down right here, Sarah,” he said, gently. “I’m 
ng long, but I’ve come to put a charge on you. 
Pavilion is burned to the ground.” 

" she answered, puzzled, 
must not be rebuilt ; it was the devil s den and youi 
owned it.” 

_n’t believe it.” 

■ouldn’t lie to you, Sarah Anne, and I put a charge 
to see that it is never rebuilt,” said Parson Grey, 
stood rigid as he climbed into the car and drove 
Jed Parkins aiding the devil in his work. What a 
£ her mind she’d give him. Sarah Anne Parkins’ 
running a dance hall and sitting in a church pew 
Sonday just as if he didn’t know it. 

ntly Jed arrived and she showered him with a vol- 
hot language. Jed knew the best thing to do was 
her keep on talking until she couldn’t, 
crossed quietly to a chair and dropped in it, dead 
'ustion. As she looked at him she noticed that his 
=: cut. The cotton and iodine was on the shelf. She 
for it and then paused. Her next bullet came in a 


” she said, “Jed Parkins, was that pesky contrap- 
4?” Richard Morris, ’28. 
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Mohey and the Criminal 

|HE scene is laid in a large criminal court. The 
characters are two men, both on trial for a like 
offense, murder. The only difference between the 
two IS that one is rich. The curtain rises on the trial of 
the poor man. 

After much argument— Bam ! The gavel strikes the 
judge’s desk. The judge has just given the order for the 
jury to retire and render a decision, “Guilty or not guilty.” 
The court room, filled with spectators, is silent. The ac- 
cused is awaiting his fate, freedom or death. 

The foreman of the jury comes in and the judge calls 
for silence. “Your Honor, we find the accused guilty 
first degree murder.” The judge then speaks, “John Doe; 
you have heard the verdict. As a penalty I sentence you to 

be hanged until dead.” With these fatal words the trial is 
over. 

Now, let us look at the trial of the rich man. The scene 
IS the same, the same judge, the same jury and the same 
spectators. 

Bam ! The gavel has sounded again. The judge agai- 
orders the jury to retire and render a decision. The accused 
man is occupying the same chair that the poor man occn- 
pied before him. 


But, while the accused is awaiting his fate, a satisfied 
smile IS seen upon his lips. Photographers are taking his 
picture in order to make a hero out of him. The attend- 
ants in the court room do everything for his comfort. Eves 
the judge shows a certain partiality towards him. YTiy 
does he receive such treatment? Did he not commit the 
same crime the poor man was sentenced for? Come nearw 
and I will tell you, “He has money.” 

The jury reappear upon the scene ; once more the fore- 
man starts his speech with “Your Honor,” but this time the 
verdict is different. It is, “Your Honor, we find the accused 
guilty of murder in the first degree, but we beg that only 
a life sentence be given, because he was insane at the time 
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’was committed.” The .judge then says, “Richard 
have heard the jury. I will, in penalty for your 
I f TEience you to life imprisonment.” Thus the case is 

^ 15 it over ? Far from it. The prisoner appeals to 

»20urt, and after a long delay finally he appeals it 
%?^r€me Court, and after more delayed justice (?) 
Court turns him loose. 

may ask him how he did it? Well, to be truthful, 
do it; it was his money. 

e the above, one from thousands of similar trials, 
s^rly shown that money rules the courts as well as 
If money were forgotten when a man is on trial 
ones would be hanged and the crime wave of the 
States would rapidly disappear. 




Twilight Falls 

7Z , -rr GtJST NEV/ENS had a good job with a contractor. 

r 'y He was trusted by his employer to do things that 
i ;he ordinary negro could not do. He was the fore- 
: number of negro masons. Late one evening his 
U Warwick, came to the house where August was 
- He looked over the necessary details of the con- 

- r and as it was quitting time for the laborers, he 
■ - drive August home, since he was himself going in 

: rdon. 

sah, Mistah Warwick, I’d suah like dat ride. I’se 
-ired,” answered August, on receiving the invita- 
Ae in the flivver. 

I am ready, so let’s go,” said Mr. Warwick, and 
^ off. They had ridden several blocks when sud- 

^7 'Str. War'wick said, “By the way, I left some blue- 
rfl that old house where I am doing the remodeling 
I sBoke of, and I will have to get them tonight, for I 
appointment to show them to the owner. We will 
^ drive by and get them.” 



52 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


When they reached the house August saw that it wa=- 
a large, dark-looking, uninhabited mansion. It was placed 
far back from the street, and as it was in the suburbs there 
were no other houses near. August had often noticed thi* 
old house, and it was reputed to be haunted. It was almost 
dark now, and he was totally unprepared for the request 
that came. 

‘‘August, the front door is unlocked; run in and gel 
the prints for me. They are in a back room on the right 
of the hall, upstairs,’’ said Mr. Warwick. “They are on the 
window-sill.” 

August hesitated. He didn’t want to appear cowardly 
before his employer, but he didn’t want to disappear intd 
any haunted house at night. “Mistah Warwick,” he askei. 
‘'ain’t dis heah house said to be hanted?” 

“Why, yes, I believe I have heard some say that it is, b::i 
that doesn’t bother you, does it, August?” asked the cocr- 
tractor. 

“Yes, sah — I mean, no sah,” answered August. 

“You are not afraid, are you, August? Very well I 
shall get them myself.” Mr. Warwick started to get 
of the car. 

“Never you mind,” said August. “Guess I can get dem.” 
and he started up the walk. He boldly opened the door 
stepped in. The darkness threw a damper over him imuje- 
diately. “Golly,” he whispered, “it suah am/ dark.” Ec 
walked through the hall and found an old, heavy, carral 
staircase. It creaked unpleasantly, and the dark surrouiiS 
ings appeared extremely alarming to August. He hurried 
through the hall, where there was some building materi^ 
that was to be used in the reconstruction. He went inti 
the back room and looked around for the roll of papers^ 
There were several windows in the room and somehow fx" 
looking for the right one he saw the full moon rising abcW 
the trees. The window he was looking through was to Ms 
left, and he saw the moon over his left shoulder. “Ef I; 
evah gets out of dis house alive I’se goin’ to always belie^^- ^ 
in rabbit foots,” he murmured, and he reached for his < 
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■watch charm. It -was gone. He grabbed the blue- 
^33 - - His feet would not work slowly, although he had no 
for them to. As he ran down the hall he put his 
ne the top of the stairs. On the opposite side of the 
the stairs there was a large piece of timber lean- 
fcg- igiinst the wall. There was a piece of rope under one 
iL the other end of which had been accidentally left 
^ f-: rt of the stairs. August’s flying feet caught in this 
ind the piece of timber fell with a crash, echoing 
|!fc«nrrh the empty house. August rolled the entire length 
stairs. He jumped up and started toward a spot of 
-hA t he supposed was the door. He was stopped in his 
3 ^h with a blow that seemed to strike himi all over. 

be hard to say whether August was knocked sense- 
;r whether he had fainted from fright. At any rate, 
'Se i-i not know anything else until Mr. Warwick shook 
ife into him. 

-'itnat’s the matter with you, anyway?” asked Mr. War- 
wkcY "I heard a crash, a rolling noise and another crash, 
uzii ■'■pin when I come to investigate I find you knocked out, 
in ; iging from the looks of that mirror you must have 
& ' like a battering-ram.” 

. rust looked up at the broken mirror which he had 
•;_.--i>en for the door and he groaned in pain and disgust. 

D. L. Scott, ’27. 


The Life of a Recruit 

E ^3HE life of a recruit is a hard one. That is, it is 
^ hard until he has outgrown the ''rookie’' stage. 
^ He always gets the hardest tasks, the worst quar- 
^nd is always last in the mess line. 

He endures untold agonies while drilling, such as blis- 
- -- li the feet, commonly called "ailing doggies,” ill-fitting 
- thirst and hunger. He receives^all the abusive lan- 

that is possible from the drill sergeants and cor- 
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porals. In other words, life is a torment until he li 
longer a ‘‘rookie/’ 

The first stage in “rookie” life is the cleaning of 
equipment. He must have all of his equipment sp 
After cleaning his equipment he is taught how to roll 
pack and how to attach his canteen and bayonet to 
cartridge belt. All this is generally taught them by a r 
boiled sergeant who never compliments but is always 
ing. 

The recruits are then taught to drill. They are 
first to stand at attention. After this they are taughi 
facings, such as right and left face and about face, 
right and left dress. After several days of this they 
formed into squads and are taught squad movements, 
is the basis of all drills. He is here the target of 
abusive language from the drill sergeant. Squad 
ments are very complicated and require constant pr^ 
to become perfect. After squad drill comes platoon 
A platoon generally consists of three or four squads 
ing together, generally commanded by a lieutenant, 
comes company drill. A company consists of two or 
platoons and is commanded by the captain of the com 

During the recruit stage a great many jokes are r- 
on the innocent recruit. Some one may send him :: 
Colonel’s tent for a “skirmish line,” or again some 
will send him over to headquarters for “the cannon 
Generally the one he is sent to for such a line or 
sends the recruit on to someone else until he has m 
over the camp looking for them. 

After getting out of the recruits, life becomes 
agreeable. He catches on to the hooks and crooks of 
life and is soon “razzing” new recruits himself. 

J. D. Patton. '2^ 
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The National Oratorical Contest 

■Eoald have been expecting a good deal for M. B. A. 
the State contest in oratory two years in succession, 
Slate honors for last year and the Nashville honors 
year are fairly considerable. 

Mogan’s vicotries of last year took him to the 
, sal "semi-finals; Moultrie Ball’s effort of this spring 
the local medal and sent him to the State contest 
kittanooga as repi'esentative of the Nashville district. 

- the State championship was awarded elsewhere 
^ occasion, the school has nothing to regret in the 
by its representative. He spoke well and main- 
throughout the best traditions of M. B. A. Next 
35. B. A. will be ready again with another entry in this 
and if another man wins, well, he will deserve it. 
^•sre have been four of these contests held in Ten- 
^ — In the first, at the district meet, the judges first 
wu,.— -3 the M. B. A. representative tied with another for 
In the second year M. B. A. lost; in the third 
feTwe won the State honors, and in the fourth the victory 
Nashville district. 


rZZ MEANING OF THE CONSTITUTION TODAY 
pages of history today are but a record of man’s 
. for government. Taught by experience that 
, and rule of strength could furnish no certain secu- 
5 -ards the peace and happiness which they desired, 

^ and blindly groping their way through the shad- 
Sstrusting themselves, men surrendered themselves 
Sssir rights, sometimes voluntarily, sometimes under 
to those persons who seemed to tower above 
Jerd of the masses. Although pierced here and there 
!^s of confidence and light, the early pages of human 
are more often a vast gloom. 

history is but a great evolution of government, 
'on representing the yearning of the human race 
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for many centuries. In it are wrapped some of the world’s 
greatest tragedies, where empires have crumbled into 
shapeless ruin and desolation. Slowly from this turmoil a 
path began to form, leading from darkness into light, tc- 
wards the hopes of the masses and the dreams of the phil- 
osophers. This was a belief in the possibility of denw:- 
cratic government. Fruitful for a time under favorai 
conditions among two great nations of antiquity, this prin- 
ciple took firm root among the English people, who, san^ 
practical, clear-thoughted and devoted to personal libertys, 
were willing and able receivers of it. For the English rac^ 
the doom of tyranny was sealed under the Stuart kings, 
yet during the reign of King George the Third one last 
vain effort was made an English monarch to regain tt 
old personal power, which effort cost Great Britain „„ 
American colonies. Goaded by unjust and un-English tax- 
ation and oppression, they revolted and secured their in- 
dependence. 

After seven years of disunion eleven States sent dele- 
gates to Philadelphia to put into operation some form 
federal government under which it would be possible 
live. “The entire body was of English descent and trad 
tions.” They were the very best that America, nay, eve 
the world, could offer. For four months they sat behin 
the closed doors of the Independence Hall and put togethe 
piece by piece, bit by bit, with infinite care, that gr 
masterpiece, the Constitution. 

When this assembly met and looked about for so 
government on which they might pattern their own, they 
were unable to find at any time of earlier history a fon 
that could be adapted to their own conditions. And the 
the sanity of their race asserted itself. They fell back 
upon their own resources. Not according to the patten*: 
of another race or another time did they build, but froiu 
their own experience and their own faith. They found that 
they had among themselves the makings of a government, 
and from the constitutions of the several States they 
gleaned the material for their Constitution. This master- 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


57 


of government represents the development and per- 
[)n of the instincts of the race. 

The Constitution is one of the simplest yet one of the 
-est forms of government that has ever been de- 
It is not a set of laws, but a set of principles from 
~h laws are derived. Its brevity is one main factor 
ns success; its balanced powers is another; while its 
--’ty for amendment enables it to adapt itself to the 
^_-ities of the changing times. Perfect? No, yet em- 
ig in its simple lines the greatest assurance of gov- 
nt ever afforded to man. 

Nothing in human history stands alone. Events and 
ences of the present have roots that strike deep into 
past. What we are today depends largely upon what 
were yesterday. It is all a part of the great evolution, 
tiie same manner the Constitution of today has its 
not only in our nation, but in our race, and when 
instincts of a race find great expression, they are for 
race, at any rate, most durable and most to be trusted, 
one hundred and thirty-eight years this Constitution, 
embodiment of representative democracy, has with- 
all the tests of peace and the shocks of war, and has 
forth unchanged in any marked degree from its orig- 
form. 

Le: us turn our eyes elsewhere to other governments of 
rorld. Practically everywhere we find chaos and con- 
anarchy and communism, unrest and revolution, 
ments fall over night and on their ruins new ones 
no stronger or more stable than their predecessors, 
is in the throes of a mighty revolution of which God 
what will be the issue. But America, guarded by 
Constitution, how different is her lot! Prosperity and 
progress and industry, confidence and contentment 
’^rs. The laboring classes, the usual seat of discon- 
desire no change; they realize the superior condi- 
of the life they enjoy and the opportunities which 
iheirs ; and blind are those who would seek to mutilate 
iestrov the mighty instrument which has made this 
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As Cicero said of the Roman state, ‘'As it was a 
beautiful thing for your forefathers to hand down 
glorious an empire, see to it lest it be a most dis- 
":il thing for you not to be able to watch over and 
re that which you have received/' 

Odiens of America, in our Constitution lies our 
in the past and our hope for the future. Our fath- 
'ed up to it for their protection and the furthering of 
ireifare of themselves and their posterity. They re- 
ii with confidence, reverence, nay even awe. They 
lionored this shrine of liberty. Let us be on our 
so that may never be considered a restraint to 
which is the very heart of freedm itself, 
t- the Constitution is only what we make it. It was 
in fertile ground and we are now reaping the har- 
in the peace and general welfare of our country. 
It sprang from patriotism, devotion and high moral 
e. these qualities are still necessary among us to 
it. Let us draw it closer to us. Let us protect 
necessary, with our blood. Fostered thus, when the 
clouds of chaos gather on the horizon and the dis- 
liiunders of revolution rumble in foreign lands, then 
the great outlines of the American Constitution be 
ihe gloom an assurance of mutual confidence, of 
and of peace, and doubt not, for it will stand, 
& mighty rock, unmindful of the gale^ that beat 

Moultrie Ball, '27. 


HISTORY OF THE SCHOOL 
Ib 1847, Col. Bushrod Johnson and Col. Richard 
established a school in Kentucky and called it the 
rn Military Institute. The school was later moved 
Tennessee near Nashville. Here it operated until 
when it was moved into Nashville as the prep de- 
_ent of the University of Nashville. In 1858, Mont- 
Bell gave the University of Nashville a sum of 
to establish a scholarship which was to be named 
him. Immediate action was not taken on this, 
while the Civil M^ar broke out and all the students 
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•s the University of Nashville and the Western Military 
Icstitiite went to the war and Col. Johnson became a 
General in the Confederate Army. During the latter 
part of the war there was no school and the buildings 
were used as storehouses and hospitals by the Northern 
army in Tennessee. 

When the war was over, in 1867 the University of 
shville wished to reopen but did not have the money, 
they re-established first their preparatory department, 
l»aming it Montgomery Bell Academy because of the gift 
|«f Montgomery Bell, which had about doubled itself dur- 
the war through some investments. The senior class 
M. B. A. then became the freshman doss of the Uni- 
l^ersity of Nashville. The university had at that time 
["General E. Kirby Smith as head, and M. B. A. was con- 
Qcted in the building where the medical school of Van- 
rbilt was held until they moved to the west campus. 
^This continued until the University of Nashville had so 
fieveloped that M. B. A. was crowded out. Then some 
__ the people from Peabody College, which was then 
[a^ciated with the university, said that the prep school 
[should be separate from the college. The Board of Trus- 
bought some property and put up a building on 
adsley Avenue, and here the school was conducted by 
of. Yeatman as head. It was at this period in the his- 
ory of the school that military training ceased. After 
►prof. Yeatman, Prof. S. M. D. Clark was headmaster 
Bitil 1912, when Mr. Ball succeeded him. The school 
carried on on Lindsley Avenue in all for about thirty 
;; rars. The property was then sold to the city for a park. 
The school then occupied a rented building on Seventh 
Avenue, North, for a year until a suitable site could be 
purchased. In the school year of 1915-16 the school 
moved out on the Harding road to its present campus, 
where, in spite of a disastrous fire, the development has 
continued until now, at the opening of the session of 
1927-28, it will be better equipped than ever before in 
fc; history. Donald Blair, ^28. 
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Fellows, it certainly is hard to leave old M. B. A. after 
agending your whole high school life out here. Many mem- 
arles of ‘‘the little red school on the hilF’ will haunt the 
c£ass of twenty-seven in the forthcoming years. They will 
fcrn their footsteps back once more to the old school and 
atturn to see the familiar surroundings, endeared to them 
years of toil and play, of friendship and fraternal spirit, 
mi comrades and teachers, back the old study hall, and live 
again in their minds dreamy hours spent under the 
trees on the campus, back to the sipring house, the bridge, 
tte creek, the athletic field, and a thousand memories that 
to the mind of one returning. 
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Schoolmates and friends that remain, it is your dut 
keep the old school up in name and record, and when 
old grads return, have something to show them that 
make their hearts glow with pride in their Alma Mater. 
Do your part for M. B. A. Ah, far too soon your school 
days will be done and nothing will be left to you of M. B. A. 
but memories. 


Does M. B. A. need a new athletic field for the small 
boys? We think it is one of the most needed things arou 
the school, except the new building. We have two or th“ 
acres of undeveloped campus that would be an ideal fi‘ 
for the Cooties. 

In football season the Cooties have to practice in 
back yard. And when they have a game the regular t 
has to take a holiday from much needed practice. 

The reason the school thinks it so important for t 
Cooties to have the field for their games is because t 
Cooties that are being developed now will be the regr 
in a year or two, possibly. So why not have them a fi 
of their own where they can have regular practice and p 
their games without interference from the big team 
without interfering with with themi. 

The Cooties have been a team out here at M. B. A. fi 
several years and we expect to continue them in the ye 
to follow. So why not make ready for them now with 
athletic field that they can call their own. 

It would take a comparatively small sum to develop 
football field parallel to the present one and we hope 
school authorities will see it our way. 

We promise to show the school results in the shape 
men on the varsity team and we promise that the prod' 
of the Cooties will do their stuff for Coach Kirk. 


We hope every boy that goes to college from M. B. 
this year will take his freshman year very seriously for 
M. B. A.'s sake as well as his own. When you are a f 
man in college you are representing M. B. A. in a very ii 
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and critical game. No boy has ever gone into a 
or any other athletic game and did not try to help 
Mater win. Then why will a boy go to college 
y around’^ in his first term? He is hurting his 
A father chooses the preparatory school for his 
aon not because the school turns out athletes, but 
the school turns out scholars. Of course, all of 
Bot be scholars, but we can ‘‘dig^’ and try not to fail 
ffabjects in our first term at college. M. B. A. has a 
rd this year in the Southern College Association 
12.7 per cent of failed studies. Let’s keep it up, 
it. If you try and fail, there is no help for it. 
ML all that the school or anybody asks of you in any 
ihat you do your best, and if you go down go down 
But let’s win, because this is a gam.e that will hurt 
cl a great deal more if we lose than the loss of 
etic game. 


ihe past two years M. B. A. had a Hi-Y Club ; in 
had a club that was one of the best. We had a 
‘er, one of the best possible, and there’s absolutely 
why this should cease. 

Hi-Y Club was one of the best organizations we 
school. It did not have a certain group of boys in it. 
boys from every group in school. By group we 
hoys who associate more with one crowd of boys than 
:ther, like those belonging to the same fraternity. 

speaking of fraternities we can say that the Hi-Y 

helped to bring the fraternities together. The boys 
g to the Hi-Y Club didn’t all belong to the same 
There were boys from; every fraternity in the 
which was certain to cause better feelings and better 
-p between the boys and therefore between the 
^ties, which is a very good thing, because when 
exists between the fraternities of a school it causes 
feelings throughout the entire school. 

the Hi-Y Club helped the school itself. Sometimes 
■ixild conduct Chanel which was helping the faculty 
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out to a great extent. Then there were times when a teaiM 
would have to make a long triip when the school didn’t ha’^B 
sufficient funds to finance this trip; then the Hi-Y Chii’ 
came in well. They would give a minstrel show or a shoT 
of some kind, which was always interesting, and raise zkm 
money for the trip which was a great help to the school. ■ 

Things like that should not cease, so fellows, let’s hav*- 
a good Hi-Y Club next year. 

All the other schools have them; let’s show them thai 
M. B. A. can have a Hi-Y Club, and have one better tiiax 
the rest. 


BOY SCOUTS 

There should be a Boy Scout troop organized in M. B. JL 
One reason for this is because there are some boys in scho-J 
who are not able to belong to the Scouts because they !iT»? 
out of town or too far out in the suburbs to attend tbe 
meetings. 

If a troop were organized in the school and meetiiiis 
were held once a week after school this would enable 2I 
the boys to attend. The Boy Scouts’ organization is 
best thing that a boy can become a member of. 

This organization teaches a boy to be obedient, to shew 
respect to old people or to everybody as far as that is cc-x- 
cerned. Another good thing about a Scout is that he 
to perform one good deed a day in order to remain a Scc-n. 

The Scout Troop would be a success out here, becaiise 
there are some small boys in school and they would taiff 
more interest in the organization than the larger boys. Tnt 
older ones would think themselves too large to be a Sc:»m 
but it would be a good thing for the smaller. 

A good thing about the Scouts is the hiking and cais^ 
ing. Every year the Scouts go to camp for two weeks or m 
month. During this camp the boys are taught to s^wi^ 
life-saving and everything that is necessary for a Sc:*ill 
to know. 
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Three cheers for M. B. A. and our Headmaster, Mr. Ball, 
^iast after months of untiring and ceaseless effort on his 
r% our new building is under construction. 

We, who are now Seniors, never expected to see it be- 
in our scholastic reign, but before we hardly knew 
kZ it was all about, the charred remains of our old build- 
‘ were being torn down and hauled away ; then, not even 
ag us a moment^s reprieve to catch our breath after this 
ttnishing fact, the foundations of our new building 
ag up almost over night. It really seems that we are 
to have our beautiful new building after all. 
a previous issue we attempted to give a description 
[the building, but here again we will give you some details 
general appearance. It is to be a brick affair of three 
ies, not including the basement, where a cafeteria, laun- 
and store room will be. The first floor will be oc- 
by a library, waiting room or reception room, the 
laster’s office, about two class rooms and an entrance 
The second floor will consist of a study hall and three 
class rooms, while on the third floor will be a large 
In all it will be a very beautiful building and one 
3 most modern in the vicinity in its accoutrements. It 
omething that every M. B. A. boy should be proud of, 
some day we will be proud to look back through the 
rs and say that we were the class that first saw old 
, B. A.’s main building under construction. 



Best Pl^ce to Shop" 

try Adler Collegian Clothes for 
► Men. Prices and styles right. 


H. B. Wright 

THE LITTLE MAN WITH THE BIG SERVICE 

Better C Him 
For Your Next 

HIPPODROME MOTOR CO. 
PHONE7-3500 1212 BROADWA R.3-2419-W 
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VERSE 


EVENING 

When the shades of night are 
falling, 

And the sunlight fades away, 

There is a feeling that is calling, 

^‘What have you done today?” 

Have you made the day worth 
being. 

And has it been worth while? 

Have you seen what was w’^orth 
seeing? 

Have you made somebody 
smile? 


Remember all that she has d 

Your way into this world 
won; 

Regard her as your dearest 

Your Mother. 

And though you^re grown 
must not let 

Your love for her slip from 
yet. 

Through your last day do 
forget 

Your Mother. 

Maurice Moody, "27 


The day and night change paces. 
The gold fades into night. 
While the stars come to their 
places 

And sow the skies with light. 

They look down on us beings. 
If we have done some wrong, 
And throw o’er us a feeling 
That can’t be hid with song. 

It is well to do some kindness. 

To some one all the while. 

And when day turns to darkness 
They will bless us with a smile. 
Claude Williams, ’27. 


MOTHER 

Who watched o’er you when as 
a tot 

You rambled o’er each vacant 
lot; 

Her tender love for you sinks 
not; 

Your Mother. 

And she took care of you till 
grown. 

Till all your childhood joys had 
flown; 

She bore all this without a groan; 

Your Mother. 

And still she daily watches you. 

The idol of her eyes so blue; 

Her love for you is ever true; 

Your Mother. 


FANCIES 

I’ve often thought of what 
future holds. 

What strange things it 
have in store for me; 

And as the present mysteries 
fold. 

So in the future, st 
things may be. 

There may be days so very 
and drear, 

I cannot put dull thoughts 
of my mind. 

But those things almost al 
disappear; 

They say that every cloud 
silver-lined. 

Then there will be a time 
things go wrong; 

To smile will be the h 
thing to do. 

A smile will drive dull c 
where they belong. 
Things seem much bri 
when the skies are b 

So when things seem to 
out the wrong way, 

I’ll smile a while, and 
I can’t feel blue; 

And if I’m asked why I am ^ 
ing, say, 

“I’m dreaming that my f 
dreams come true.” 

Bev. Young, ’28L 
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TRUE LOVE 

world lay somber and still 
and bright, 

the tropical moon on a 
soft warm night, 
along the beach in a muf- 
fled roar, 

little waves laughed as they 
kissed the shore. 

under this moon and in its 
light, 

lovers walked on the sands 
so white, 

they vowed for the future 
that lay before, 

their love would grow 
stronger forevermore. 

they were wed, and life 
was pure joy, 

they later were blessed with 
the birth of a boy. 
grew to young manhood and 
filled them with pride, 
he seemed to accomplish 
whatever he tried. 

the skies soon were .clouded; 
war sought to destroy 
peace and good will which 
men try to employ, 
their son went their bless- 
ing, though with it they 
cried, 

the first to go over, the first 
who died. 

couple is old now, their hair 
has turned gray, 
their love for each other was 
molded to stay, 
old mother’s dying, her bat- 
tle is won, 

whispers to father, “I’ll 
await you with son.” 

he lives on to wait for the 
oncoming day, 

the Father shall call him 
to those far away; 
he lives on to realize, when 
aU things are done, 

■ true love will end never- — ■ 
for in death it’s begun. 

rnp*a*in. ,Tr.. ’28. 


FAREWELL 

My days out here are almost 
done. 

And I must on my way; 

Farewell to thee, O school of 
schools. 

Farewell, old M. B. A. 

The years I’ve spent at toil and 
play 

Pass slowly in review; 

The noble teachers I have had. 

The kindly friends, and true. 

Each memory of days gone by 

I’ll cherish in my heart. 

Though I am out and far away, 

Long after I depart. 

But now my days are almost 
done. 

And I must on my way. 

So fare thee well, O best of 
schools. 

Farewell, old M. B. A. 

Moultrie Ball, ’27. 


MY LOVE 

My love is like a dreamy lotus 
flower 

In some far Oriental garden 
fair. 

Whose petals at the moon-lit 
midnight hour 

With haunting sweetness fill 
the balmy air. 

My love is like some sad sweet 
lonely music 

From far away brought vague- 
ly to my ear 

By heavy, fragrant, lingering 
summer breezes 

Through the soft starry sum- 
mer night so clear. 

’Tis like some far off still Ara- 
bian desert 

Bathed in the May moon’s 
magic silver light; 

’Tis grand and strong^ and deep 
and everlasting. 

But sweet and mystic as the 
sable night. 

George Martin, ’27. 



MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


71 


Senior Class ’26-27 


Mirshall (Hun) Aaron : Kap- 
Alpha Phi; baseball, ^25-^26, 
7 ; secretary Clark Society, 


Moultrie Ball: Kappa Alpha 
football, ’26-’27; basket- 
’26-’27; Athletic Editor 
1 , ’25-’26; Editor-in-Chief 
*n, ^26-^27; secretary and 
er of Senior Class: secre- 
of Freshman Society, ’23- 
Lower School Declamation 
1, ’23-’24; representative in 
onal Oratorical Contest, ’26- 
secretary of School Com- 

’26-’27. 

sj: ❖ * 

John (Teaberry) Berry. 

* ♦ * 

Herbert (Herb) Brown: Kap- 
Alpha Phi; football, ’24-’25, 
*26, ’26-’27; captain football, 
‘TT; basketball, ’23-’24. ’24- 
’25-’26, ’26-’27; baseball 

•26, ’26-’27; tennis, ’25-’26; 
Editor Bulletin, ’26-’27; 
ent of S-enior Class; presi- 
of Clark Society, ’25-’26; 

Medal, ’25-’26; School 
ittee, ’24-’25, ’25-’26; 

dent of School Committee, 


Frank (Susie) Cole. 


John Connor: Alpha Chi; Lo- 
Editor Bulletin, ’26-’27; 
president of Senior Class; 
[ent of Junior Society, ’24- 
president of Ewing Society, 
2 I ; School Committee. 


Alpha 


* * * 

Lewis (Luke) Frazer: 
baseball, ’26-’27. 

* sf: Hs 

^enn (Mickey) Fite: Sigma 
Epsilon; baseball, ’25-’26. 


Norman (Injun) Griswold. 

4c ^ Sj! 

Morgan (Gorilla Girl) Gor- 
don. 

4= 4c 4c 

Thomas Hill. 

^ ^ 

Herbert (Gup) Johnson: Sig- 
ma Phi; baseball, ’25-’26. 

4: 45 4c 

George (Tub) Martin: Theta 
Kappa Omega; Local Editor 
Bulletin, ’25-’26; Business Man- 
ager Bulletin, ’26-’27; president 
of Clark Society, ’26-’27; Kappa 
Alpha Phi English Medal, ’25- 
’26. 

4c 4c 4! 

Maurice (Lovey) Moody: The- 
ta Kappa Omega; Exchange Edi- 
tor Bulletin, ’26-’27 ; vice presi- 
dent of Junior Society, ’23-’24; 
secretary of Ewing Society, ’26- 
’27 ; Lower School Scholarship 
Medal, ’23-’24. 

4c 4c 4c 

Wade (Harry Langdon) Phil- 
lips: Sigma Alpha Delta; As- 
sistant Editor Bulletin, ’26-’27. 

4c 4c 4t 

Ward Phillips: Sigma Phi 
Omega; football, ’26-’27; secre- 
tary of Junior Society, ’24-’25; 
vice president of Clark Society, 
’26-’27; School Committee, ’26- 
’27. 

4c 4c 4: 

John (Skull) Randolph: Theta 
Kappa Omega; Assistant Busi- 
ness Manager Bulletin, ’26-’27. 

4c 4c :fc 

D. L. (Bimbo) Scott. 

4: 4c 4! 

Claude (Suitcase) Williams: 
Theta Kappa Omega. 

4! 4c 4t 

George (Buddy) Wilson. 
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The following- M. B. A. men 
will graduate in June from the 
Vanderbilt Law School: William 
Martin, * 22 ; John Cartwright, 
’p; Zach Coles, ’23; Sidney 
Keeble, ’20, and Fred Schlater, 
’19. 

* * 

Nicholas Wenning, ^23, will 
graduate in June from Notre 
Dame, a Bachelor of Commercial 
Science, and Ralph Morrissey, 
'23, from Washington and Lee, a 
Bachelor of Arts. 

» '-f! 5*: 

Invitations have been received 
announcing for June 7, at Or- 
lando, Florida, the marriage of 
Cushman S. Radebaugh, ’21, and 
Miss Adelma Giles. Cushman 
Radebaugh is engaged in the 
practice of law in Orlando, and 
is a junior member of one of the 
most prominent law firms in 
Florida. 

* * » 

We note with regret the death 
of B. F. Harris, ’06, whin oc- 
curred early in May. 

« * ^ 

Haskel Rightor, Jr., has trans- 
feired his headquarter from New 
Orleans to Chicago. 

* « 

Sharp, ’19, and Buford 
Wilson, ’17, are both with Cald- 
well & Co., in the bond business. 
The head of this firm, Rogers 
Caldwell, of the class of ’07, has 
built up the greatest business in 
bonds in the Southern States. 


W. C. Christopher, '26. •• 
last summer entered the life 
surance business with the - 
tional Life and Accident C 
pany, has been very success. 
He has been named six times 
ready in ''the shield,” a lisi 
leading producers of busin 
His work has been in Arkadi 
❖ * ^ 

Armstrong Matthews, ’20 
hig'h, ’25, has left the Pe 
sylvania coal fields to accept 
position of considerable fut 
with the Consolidated Collier 
a corporation controlling n 
than a hundred colleries. H 
on the engineering staff of 
company, and has his h 
quarters at Fairmont, West 
* » 

Wyatt Jacobs, ’25, S 
more at Vanderbilt, is stiU 
tinning his interest in pn 
speaking. He m.ade the In 
collegiate Debating Team 
year, and is one of their 
men. 


Morris Frank, ’24, is ma 
an enviable reputation with 
National Life and Accid 
While he was at M. B. A. 
devoted himself with especial 
terest to the study of HisU 
and this year he is offering - 
prize of ten dollars in gold 
the Senior making the best 
ord in his History courses 
M. B. A. This prize he int 
to offer annually. 
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Another Alumnus, Alistair 
:in, ^17, a civil engineer in 
service of the L. and N. 
E., has continuously since his 
‘nation from M. B. A. offered 
year a prize of ten dollars 
gold to the boy who leads in 
or Mathematics. 

James Kellam, M6, since hia 
:!nation, in the employment 
the Fourth and First National 
k, has recently been elected 
assistant cashier of the new 
ilidated bank, a corporation 
trolling something over sixty 
’on dollars. 

* Hi ❖ 

Brownlee Currey, ’21, after 
"h service with the Fourth 
First Bank, is now in charge 
the bond department of the 
erican Trust Co. 

Hi ❖ ❖ 

Some of the M. B. A. men 
comparatively recent years 
have entered the field of 
alism are Tom Sims, N. E. 
Tom Littl-e, Nashville Ten- 
an; Russell Baird, New Or- 
Times-Picayune; Foster 
d, Chicago Tribune; Charles 
s, Nashville Banner; Carvei 
key, Nashville Banner; 
Piper, St. Louis Sporting 
; Marshall Brunubach, Flor- 
News. 

❖ Hi ❖ 

EWridge Hitt, ’23, is complet- 
a course in law in Detroit. 


Merrill Moore, ’20, on the 
[pletion of this, his junior 
in the Vanderbilt Medical 
1, will begin his interne’s 
Tice at St. Thomas’ Sani- 
om. 


Schooi 


f Hi Hi Hi 

Charles M. Turner, ’22, after 
I'^sduating from the Engineer- 
1 Si-r Department of Vanderbilt, 
^ Tmed a connection with Gen- 
Electric Company at Sche> 
>i!i'eetady, N. Y. He is teaching 
.i^iere now in the regular school 


of the company, and is holding 
a very responsible position. 

* Hi Hi 

Barton Jones, ’24, is with the 
State Highway Department. 

^ ^ ^ 

Mack Stubblefield, ’18, is in 
business in Knoxville, Tenn. 

* Hi Hi 

Charles Russell, ’20, in his 
Junior year at the U. T. Dental 
College in Memphis, has been do- 
ing some excellent work, leading 
some of his classes. 

* « Hi 

Cushman Radbaugh, ’21, is en- 
gaged very successfully in the 
practice of law in Orlando, Fla., 
where he is connected with one 
of the best known firms in the 
state. 

Hi Hi Hi 

Alexander Hart, ’24, is with 
the H. G. Hill Grocery Co. in 
Nashville. 

Hi * Hi 

Owen Allen, ’21, University of 
Virginia, is in El Paso, Texas. 

Hi * Hi 

Harold Braly, among M. B. A.’s 
star athletes of ’17, is in business 
in Honolulu. 

Hi * H^ 

Paul Stumb, ’19, is agent for 
the Buick cars in Nashville. 

Hi Hi Hi 

George Leffler, star end of ’16, 
was recently married to Miss 
Nancy Settle of Nashville. 

Hi Hi Hi 

Tom Sims, ’18, well known 
journalist, is with the News En- 
terprise Association with head- 
quarters in Cleveland, Ohio. 

Hi Hi H« 

Alistair Rankin, ’17, Vander- 
bilt, ’22, is a civil engineer in 
the service of the L. & N. R. R. 

Hi Hi ♦ 

Malcolm McClure, ’18, is in 
the real estate business in Oak- 
land, California. 

H« Hi Hi 

Ellis Huggins, ’17, holds an 
important position in the Federal 
Reserve bank of Nashville. 
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An attractive feature about 
the new building is the lettering, 
carved in large size on the stone 
work of the front, just helow the 
second story: 1867 — M. B. A. — 
1927. 

* 5 ^ * 

Mr. George Waller, the archi- 
tect of the new building, has 
certainly done a fine piece of 
work. Every day, as the brick- 
layers and carpenters keep on 
working, there is some new and 
interesting thing being added. 
“It can’t be beat,” is the gen- 
eral opinion of the students. 
Mir. Waller also designed our 
gym, which he said he was going 
to make “the best gym in Nash- 
ville” — and it is. 

* sft * 

Mr. Jack Boone is pushing his 
end, the contractor’s part, as fast 
as the work can be done. Since 
the rains have let up thing’s have 
been moving. This is the third 
building put up for M. B. A. by 
the Boone Construction Com- 

pany. 

S(! HS 5i= 

COMMENCEMENT DAY 

Commencement day is here 

again, 

A day that’s full of joy; 

And yet it’s closely mingled with 

Some sorrow to each boy. 

To those who will be leaving soon 

To journey on life’s way. 

To those who off to college go 

There’s sorrow on this day. 


And yet it seems they should be 
glad 

That Fate to them was kind. 
But they well know that schools 
like this 

Are very hard to find. 

For they have learned to love 
this school. 

Their hearts show it to-day; 
The spirit of the school prevails. 

We all love M. B. A. 

M. Moody, ’27. 

* * 

VISITORS FROM NASHVILLE 

The Cotton States Tourna- 
ment, an annual event at Au- 
burn, is the climax of prep 
school basketball in the South- 
eastern states. 

It has been Beta Eta’s cus- 
tom, as well as pleasure, to act 
as host to Montgomery-BeS 
Academy, from Nashville, during 
this week each year. Coach Eib- 
erson never fails to bring a fasi, 
smooth, well-coached team, 
which always ranks with the best 
teams entered. This year was Hi# 
exception, and he arrived am 
schedule time with nine hand- 
some Tennessee lads. We met 
them at the station, renewed old 
acquaintances, and made new 
ones. In less than an hour after 
their arrival they were quite aSt 
home and we were all settled 
down in a grand old bull session. 

M. B. A. has always been con- 
sidered the most popular team 
in the tournament, and we prond- 


MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


75 


ly strutted our visitors around 
1266 campus, introducing* them to 
««r friends, hoth male and fe- 
Four very pleasant days 
•were spent, with the tourna- 
!iLenr of course the main attrac- 

Although our boys — as we al- 
•ways term them — did not win 
irsz place, they showed up 
jijB^hty well and we were justly 
piroad of them. — “The Booster,*’ 
jjsiolished by the Auburn, Ala., 
chapter of the Kappa Sigma 
l^aiernity. May, ’27. 

^ ^ 

SPRING FEVER 

.j^pring has come upon us 
With all its golden round; 
e find the boys all lounging 
AU over the campus ground. 

fever has hit them badly, 
Their grades have begun to 
drop. 

boys have hopes of passing 
When all they’ll do is flop. 

Vkere are three more weeks of 
school days 

And the boys do dread the 
end. 

Wt rhe fever had not hit them 
On books more time they’d 
spend. 

TfceyTl spend this very summer 
Working hard beneath the 
sun, 

Tfll zeros have been made up 
And promotion has been won. 
Merrill Hovey, ’29. 

Mr. Vaughan to Charley: 
•’MThat do you mean by busting 
jwsn- History exam?” 

Charley: “It is n:^t my fault. 
T\ey asked mo something that 
encd before I v as born.” 

ic V 

A new stunt in baseball: For 
tte team to drive to Columbia 
smd back just before playing C. 
SL A. game of ball in Nashville. 

Hs ❖ 55= 

Joe Myers has moved to West 
Mmd. Is it an asset or a liability 
W West End? 


Moody is in love again. 

* * * 

Some of the baseball players 
got hold of the scorebook the 
other day, and a recent averag- 
ing showed more than half the 
squad hitting over 500. 

* 5fc sj; 

Mr. Cherry: “What is a dove- 
cot?” 

Hackman: “It’s a Martin box.” 

Mr. Cherry: “No Wrennes al- 
lowed, I suppose.” 

:{! 53= * 

Mervill: “Cbach, what’s '•the 
matter? I’m not hitting the 
ball?” 

Coach: “Its not hitting the 
bat.” 

^ ijt 

VACATION 

Vacation time is almost here. 

The time we enjoy most dur- 
ing the year. 

The time when everyone is happy 
and free. 

The time when everyone is full 
of glee. 

There’s tennis, swimming, and 
golfing galore. 

And picnicing and fishing on 
some quiet shore; 

The days are long and bright, 
and clear. 

And the birds sweet singing 
we can hear. 

We don’t have to worry about 
going to school. 

Or stay inclosed to obey the 
rule ; 

We don’t have to go home and 
study at night, 

And stay up and burn the 
midnight light. 

Some will take life easy during 
the day. 

Some will work hard, just the 
other way; 

But work or play, whichever you 
choose, 

The joy of vacation we never 
lose. 


Glenn Fite, ’27. 
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THE END IS NEAR 

Hurray! the end is near, 

The old exams will soon be here. 
The student body's time is o’er, 
And now’s the teacher’s time to 
roar. 

The Summer months with all 
their glee 

Welcome everyone, open and 
free. 

Each industrious student will get 
a job 

And use the things he learned to 
help the mob. 

John T. Berry, Jr., ’27. 

* * * 

Gerst left on Friday to go to 
the Derby, and hasn’t returned 
yet (Wednesday). Maybe his 
horse hasn’t come in yet. 

* ❖ ^ 

Goodman has a picture of his 
girl at last. He swiped it out of 
a boy’s room at Sewanee. How 
come? 

5t! ❖ ❖ 

“I think there is company 
downstairs.” 

“How do you know'?” 

“I just heard mamma laugh at 
one of papa’s jokes.” — Ex. 

5i! * 

SPRING 

The roses bloom when it is 
spring, 

March breezes blow, the birds 
all sing. 

And on the hills the daisies grow 
To take the place of melting 
snow. 

And everything is full of life; 
The winter’s gone, with all its 
strife. 

And skies are blue instead of 
gray. 

Which comes to drive the chill 
away’ 

Then in our hearts w'e feell a 
thrill. 

From cups of joy we drink our 
fill. 

And in our lives there is no care. 
For spring is shining everywhere. 

M. Aaron, ’27. 


Vaughan: “Get away from 
here, Goodman.” 

Mr. Ball: “Vaughan, what are 
you doing?” 

Vaughan: “I am writing a 
joke about Goodman, and he 
can’t see the point.” 

* » * 

I had a local dream last night. 
I dreamed I was riding on the 

T. C. R. R. 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

Worrall in English Five: “You 
give us too much memory work. 
My memory has gone on a 
strike.” 

Vaughan: “You mean it has 
struck out.” 

❖ ❖ 

Hackman is dizzy. His mother 
rocked him too much when he 
was a baby. 

George Wilson: “Summer is 
coming and the birds are begin- 
ning to sing.” 

Yes, George; that’s right. 

^ ^ ^ 

MEMORIES 

At eventide when shadows fall 
We feel the dim subconscious call 
That bids the mind to ope and 
dw>^ell 

Upon the past — sweet memory’s 
spell. 

Dear faces of the ones we love. 
They seem to hover just above; 
Light phantom forms elusive, yet 
So real that they leave regret- 

Past memories that serve to leave 
The human heart to pine and 
grieve, 

Reluctant yet to cast away 
The spectre of another day. 

These pictures haunt an old 
man’s brain. 

And cause remorse and an- 
guished pain; 

Yet life we’d give ere these we’d 
lose — 

’Twould be the one gift all would 
choose — 

Memories. 

Herbert T. Brown, Jr., ’27. 
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Wanted: To know why there 
*re so many squirrels on the 
campus at M. B. A. 

* ❖ Hs 

Everybody on the squad has 
been tried in one game or an- 
cther in the pitcher’s box, ex- 
cept Aaron; but Coggin’s record 
tops the list. In his first game 
he walked nine and allowed six- 
teen hits. He was taken out in 
the fourth to save his arm for 
die next big game. 

* * SlJ 

The time has come when things 
must hum, 

We Ve got to study; no time to 
bum. 

faams are here, and I do fear 
That they may make me shed a 
tear. 

55-' * 

Red Sisk wants to know where 
he can buy an asbestos hat. 

“Bull” Patton can sling more 
tiian bull. 

-•{s ❖ 4: 

It is rumored that Mr. Cherry 
Is having a suit made of leaves 
and wild flowers. He hopes that 
in this outfit he will be more able 
ij catch the smokers. 

* ❖ :f: 

THE NEW BUILDING 

The building is started at last, 
Tbe thing that interests us most. 
Ii is going up mighty fast, 

We thought it but a ghost. 

First the ground was broken 
And the dirt was hauled away. 
The building was a token. 

Then the hammer and saw held 
sway. 

^en the foundation was started, 
£ne rocks were fitted fast; 
iney will hold till they have 
parted — 

Oar dream has come true at last. 

The stone work is completed, 
iiie roof will soon go on; 

In their desks all will be seated. 
Sat my school days will be gone. 

T. Hill, ’27. 


Wanted — Boys to drive Ford 
trucks for the Hippodrome Motor 
Co. 

* » * 

A tennis shar'k is Herbert Brown, 
He wins his match in every town; 
But on a Math Six quiz, 0 Gee! 
A ten nit shark he proved to be. 
❖ -•;< 

C. Williams: “You didn’t know 
I was ,a poet, did you?” 

X: “No. I thought your feet 
would be too long.” 

4= 

Correct this: And after seeing 
me smoking, Mr. Cherry said, 
“Now, little boy, don’t you know 
that isn’t good for you? Please 
don’t make a habit of that.” 

❖ ^ ^ 

Conductor receiving a dented 
nickel from Joe Myers: “Buddy, 
what’s the matter with this 
nickel?” 

Joe: “Oh nothing. I got mad 
when I dropped it a while ago 
and bit it.” 

❖ :j: * 

How about entering Herb 
Brown in the Hog-calling Con- 
test? 

* ^ >f: 

BLUE MONDAY 

The hardest time for me in 
school 

Is always Monday morn. 

For on this day so bright and 
clear 

I always strike a storm. 

My Latin is so full of words 
Is never saw before. 

And for the price of this great 
fault 

I now am punished sore. 

The night before I wandered 
free. 

My Math was left undone. 

And now I sit in the study hall 
And miss all of the fun. 

Blue Monday is a day of woe, 

Of time flung wide and free. 

And when this time is paid full 
well 

I then will happy be. 

D. L. Scott. Jr.. ’27. 
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WANT COLUMN 

Wanted* — permanent wave. 
— '‘Pablo” Helm. 

Wanted — To know when my 
horse is coming in. — “Gus'^ 
Gerst. 

Wanted — To become tenjiis 
champion. — Robert Estes. 

Wanted — To set a record in 
striking out. — Howard Allen. 

Wanted — To skip detention 
on Tuesdays. — Time Payers. 

Wanted — A shark in Math 4B. 
— Tessor Pennington. 

Wanted — To get to school on 
time. — Larry Montgomery. 

Wanted — ^A job to drive truck. 
— ^Owen, Moody, K. Montgom- 
ery, etc. 

Wanted* — A place to smoke in 
peace. — The Smokers. 

Wanted — A History 6 class. — 
Mrs. Ball. 

Wanted — The girls to leave 
me alone. — ^“Spider” Walker. 

Wanted — A baseball cap. — J. 
Bass. 

* ♦ 

Mrs. OTlanagan: “Mrs. Carr, 
I hear you have another little 
car.” 

Mrs. Carr: “Yes, and I hope 
it^s the caboose.” — Exchange. 

* 4: * 

“Well, we all make mistakes 
now and then,” said Bass, after 
he had challenged Hatfield for a 
tennis match. 

* ❖ * 

Five boys in Mr. Cherry^s 

Math 5 had a bouncing good time 

the other day. 

* He 

The S. P. O. dance in the gym 
on May 27 was the third of the 
frat dances at M. B. A. this year. 
The K. A. P. and the P. A. L. 
dances were some weeks earlier. 

He Hs 

You may talk about getting- 
hurt in football, but the casual- 
ties on the diamond this spring 
have football beat all hollow. 

He He He 

Joe Myers at Latin 4 exam.: 
“I come to bury Caesar, not to 
praise him.” 


The Junior Society has a good 
record this year. The interest, 
particularly in debates, has been 
steady, and some good speakers 
have been developed among the 
younger boys. 

H: H: H< 

I CANNOT WRITE POETRY 

They called on me for poetry 
To fill another book; 

If you think I can write the stuff 
At these lines take a look. 

I wrote some just a year ago. 
And it was right bad, too; 

The boys said they must fill the 
book. 

And thought that it would do. 

Each time they called on me to 
write, 

I tried to make them see 
That writing poetry for print 
Was not a job for me. 

But after all perhaps it^s fair. 
And must be done that way; 
Here’s four stanzas for the edi- 
tors. 

And three cheers for M. B. A. 

Frank Cole, ’27. 

Hs Hs Hs 

Up and down all through life 
There’s nothing else bet toil and 
strife. 

I’ve fought my fight and early 
pass 

To my long sleep beneath the 
grass. 

Carve on the tomb where I shall 
rest, 

“A Caesare occisus est.” 

H5 H« H= 

Wright, on tennis court: “I 
don’t understand tennis.” 
Umpire: “Love foz-ty.” 

Wright: “Love forty? The 
devil! One is more than I cas 
manage.” 

* Hi H« 

“What’s the difference be- 
tween a red onion and a white 
onion?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Then you don’t know yowr 
onions.” 
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He: “What’s the last word in 
parked cars?” 

She: “No.” 

* He * 

Brown: “What is a paradox?” 

Wrenne: “Why, two doctors, 
of course.” 

^ ^ He 

The height of nerve: Joe 
Myer’s application for a job in 
the lunch room. 

H: H« * 

Morris says his outlook is good 
in the golf tournament for next 
year. 

He He * 

Coggin: “How do you find the 
perpendicular bisector of a line?” 

Mr. Cherry: “Who can an- 
swer that question?” 

Coggin: “I believe I can.” 

H« * * 

McAlpine: “I have ib^roken 

all the speed laws of this state.” 

Dolly: “Oh, I am so glad. They 
always were a nuisance.” 

He * ^e 

Connor, late to his Spanish 
class. 

Mrs. Johnson: “Connor, where 
have you been? Fifteen minutes 
for being late.” 

Connor: “Why, I have been 
studying my Spanish. I get time 
for studying and time for not 
studying. What’s the use?” 

H: * Ht 

Mr. Ball calling: “Fite! Fite!” 

Brown: “Where?” 

H: * * 

M. B. A.’s movie doubles: 
Harry Langdon, Phillips; Jackie 
Coogan, Wrenne; Rudolf, Valas- 
ke ; Lon Chaney, Burge ; Ivan 
Linow, Patton ; Leon Erroll, 

Cole. 

« * H« 

The track officials at Sewanee 
timed Chester Miller by the cal- 
endar instead of by a stop watch. 


Mitchell 


A SCHOLAR’S VOW 

The time is passing fast. 

And we begin to fear. 

For summer comes at last 
And exams are almost here. 

And some of us feel bad 
That have loafed along. 

Our hearts are very sad. 

That’s why we sing this song. 

But just wait till next year, 

I’ll study all I can. 

And at the end I’ll have no fear. 
I’ll pass them like a man. 

Ward Phillips, ’27. 

H: H: H: 

Hovey has been making good 
grades in Math 4 recently. The 
mystery has been discovered. He 
can play golf, but not as well 
as Prof. Jim. 

H: H: 

Here lies the body of James 
Levine, 

He tried to push in the lunch 
room line. 

H: * * 

The shimmy shake is sure to 
shock 

The folks who chance to view 
it; 

But maybe you would cease to 
mock. 

And like it, if you’d do it. 

— ^Exchange. 

H: * * 

Fat Lady (bathing) : “Here, 
let go of my leg!” 

Near-sighted Gent: “Oh, ex- 
cuse me. I thougiht I had hold 
of a pier.” — Exchange. 

He H« H: 

“What’s the matter, Estes, 
you’re looking worried?” 

“Work, nothing but work from 
morning until night.” 

“How long have you been at 
it?” 

“I begin tomorrow.” 


CANDIES 

O 323 UNION STREET 
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EXCHANGES 


During the past year the Bul- 
letin has received a varied group 
of papers — some of them from 
large and well-known schools, 
others from small schools. 

Many of the papers we have 
received are first-class papers — 
that is, they are not only inter- 
esting to the local student body, 
but are also interesting to out- 
side readers. A school should 
not make its paper too local. In 
some degree we form our opin- 
ion of schools from the papers 
they publish. Some of the fol- 
lowing papers would have been 
first-class had they not omitted 
departments most frequently 
read by people outside of the 
school. 

A school paper, as we think, 
should consist of the following: 
Stories, poems, editorials, news 
and jokes. They are the four 
essential things in the making 
of a school paper. It should be 
published with two things in 
view: First, it must be of in- 
terest to the local student body; 
and, second, it must also hold 
some interest for outside read- 
ers. 

There are two types of school 
papers — one devoting its atten- 
tion to school news, the other 
mainly a literary magazine, with 
news features as a secondary 
consideration. The second of 
these seems in our judgment to 
be superior, as it makes a bid 
for a higher type of writing 
than the former. 

The Bulletin wishes to ac- 
knowledge receipt of the follow- 
ing papers during the past year: 

Ward-Belmont Hyphen, Ward- 
Belmont College, Nashville, 
Tenn. 


Central High News, Central 
High School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Maroon and White, Chat- 
tanooga High School, Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn. 

The Bell, Tilghman High 
School, Paducah, Ky. 

The Jonesboro High Times, 
Jonesboro High School, Jones- 
boro, Ark. 

The Echo, Hume-Fogg High 
School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Campus List, Baylor 
School, Chattanooga, Tenn. 

The Wallace World, Wallace 
University School, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

The Signal, Central High 
School, Columbia, Tenn. 

The Masquerader, Vanderbilt 
University, Nashville, Tenn. 

The^ Crimson, Manual Train- 
ing High School, Louisville, Ky. 

The Arrow Head, Flint Sen- 
ior High School, Flint, Mich. 

The Stimulator, Coffee High 
School, Florence, Ala. 

The Tornado, McCallie Schoc!, 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 

The Owl, Hurlock High 
School, Hurlock, Md. 

The Mignonette, St. Maiy*s 
Academy, Paducah, Ky. 

The Whip, Lebanon High 
School, Lebanon, Tenn. 

Central Hi-Lights, Centra 
High School, Murf reesborc . 
Tenn. 

The Gold and Blue, Bledsc^e 
High School, Pikeville, Tenn. 

The Delphian, Moses Browr 
School, Providence, Rhode Is- 
land. 

The Purple and Gold, Clarks- 
ville High School, ClarksviDfc. 
Tenn. 

The Purple and White, Brab- 
ham and Hughes Military Acad- 
emy, Spring Hill, Tenn. 
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CLIPPINGS 


The Laziest Man 

“Is he lazy?'’ 

“Lazy! Why, he puts pop corn 
in his pancake batter to save 
him the trouble of flipping 
them !” — Colgate Banter. 

^ ^ 

“I hear there is a ban on new 
Oxford bags." 

“Yes, they say several men 
have gone crazy trying to find 
their legs, so that they could pull 
np their socks." — Campus List. 

* * 

Many a true word has been 
spoken through false teeth. — 

Campus List. 

* * 

He (after fumble) : “They’ve 
lost the ball!" 

She (excitedly): “Oh, no! 
There it is!" — Virginia Reel. 

« ❖ * 

The Original Goat 

Kelly “Shad" Janes: “Who 
was the most unlucky man in the 
world?" 

Harold “Peewee" Little: 
“Adam. Because he couldnY 
flirt with Eve and say, ^Haven’t 
I met you some place before?" 
— Jonesboro High Times. 

First Drunk: “I can’t swim." 

Second Ditto: “Why?" 

First Drunk: “I ain’t in the 
water." — The Whip. 


Bashful: “Do you mind if I 
kiss you?” 

(No answer.) 

Bashful: “Would you care if 
I kissed you?" 

Wise Sister: “Say, do you want 
me to promise not to bite?" — ^ 
Froth. 

* * * 

He: “Something seems to be 
wrong with this engine. It — " 

She: “Don’t talk foolish; wait 
until we get off the main road." 
— Crimson. 

sK :i: ❖ 

John: “How can I drive a nail 
without hitting my fingers?" 

Jock: “Hold the hammer in 
both hands." — Hi Lights. 

» ❖ 

Teacher: “Put this sentence in 
Shakespearean language, 'Here 
comes a bow-legged man.’ ’’ 

Student: “Behold! Who is this 
approaching in parentheses?" 
Camp List. 

* * * 

He: “Every time I kiss you 
I’m a better man." 

She: “Well, you needn’t try to 
go to Heaven in one night." — 
Central High News. 

♦ sfel * 

Teacher: “That’s the third 

time you’ve looked at his paper." 

Stude: “Yes, sir, he doesn’t 

write very plain."* — Stimulator. 


©WE & EMERSON 


REED OIL CO. 

1 Sporting 6ood$ 



Reeco Moto 
Power Gasoline 

Telephone 6-8731 
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CHARLES M. CARROLL, 16 
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M. B. A had a very successful year in athletics dui'- 
ing 1926-27. Coach Kirkpatrick developed a football 
team that won the Southern championship. Coach Emer- 
son’s basketball team won the city championship and 
went to the finals in the T. I. A. A. tournament. In base- 
ball we won nine and lost seven, and in track Coach 
Keene developed a team that won the city champion- 
ship. 

Prospects looked bad at the beginning of football, as 
we lost eleven letter men from last year’s team. This 
did not discourage Coach, and he set to work to build a 
team to uphold the record set by the team of last year. 
This he did, and under the leadership of Herbert Brown 
we had a team almost equivalent to the record-breaking 
team of 1925-26. We should have a good team next 
year, as Worrall is captain. 

In basketball it looked as if we would have one of 
the best teams that has represented M. B. A., until exams 
came along. After exams we lost four men, two of whom 
were regulars last year. That left only three lettei men 
for Coach Emerson to build his team from. One of these 
was Capt. Earl Blair, one of the best players in the State. 
We were lucky to have some new “comers,” and Coach 
developed a good team. We went to Auburn but lost 
the second game. We beat the Irish for the city cham- 
pionship, but Castle Heights beat us in the finals for the 
championship of the T. I. A. A. Goodman will lead the 
team next year. 
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The baseball team made a good showing to lose as 
many men as it did for lack of studies or other reasons. 
After losing five regulars, Coach Kirkpatrick set to work 
to find men to fill the vacancies left by the ineligibles. 
He was compelled to use a pitcher as a catcher and to 
jumble them up every way to arrange a team capable 
of representing the school. We have played some of 
the best teams in the State and it was no disgrace to lose 
some games. Worrall made a good leader and ran the 
team well. 

Coach Jess Keene had a small track squad out. There 
were six mien to report for track and these men made 
the team. We beat Hume-Fogg for the city champion- 
ship. This being the first time in several years that 
M. B. A. has had a track team, it was hard to get the 
boys interested in it, but after they got started they were 
hard to stop. J. D. Patton was captain and won three 
gold medals for himself during the season. If all of the 
ineligibles could have been eligible we would have had 
one of the best track teams in the State. 


M. B. A., 4, 7; Bethel College, 4, 4 

M. B. A. opened its baseball season by a victory and 
a tie at Russellville, Ky., against Bethel College. The 
first game resulted four to four in ten innings. Wright 
pitched an air-tight game, while Grissom, for Bethel, did 
likewise. 

M. B. A. took the second game seven to four, Thomason 
for M. B. A. sitting his opponents down in one, two, three 
order behind fast fielding and timely hitting of his mates. 

M. B. A., 9; Duncan, 6 

M. B. A. met its first local opponent and downed them 
9 to 6. Thomason allowed only seven hits, which were 
well scattered, while M. B. A. secured ten from Lewis. 

Aaron and Goodman led the slugging for M^ B. A., 
while Kirkpatrick and Lewis hit best for Duncan. Score 
by innings: 


■I 
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R. H. E. 

Duncan 2 0 3 1 0 0 0 0 0i — 6 6 3 

M. B. A. 0 1 2 2 2 1 1 0 0—9 10 4 


M. B. A., 15; Central, 17 

M. B. A. lost a slugging contest to Central, the game 
being called in the eighth inning on account of darkness. 
M. B. A. touched Wray for thirteen hits, while Central 
secured sixteen off Thomason and Coggin. 

Worrall, Bullard and Allen were the offensive stars 
for M. B. A., each securing three hits, while Brown and 
Taylor hit best for Central. 

Score by innings : R. H. E. 


M. B. A. 3 4 0 1 0 5 2 — 15 13 4 

Central 5 4 110 1 4 — 17 16 3 


M. B. A., 1; H.-F. H. S., 2 

In a pitchers’ duel between Wright and Overton, M. 
B. A. met defeat in a twelve-inning game. This was 
one of the best games played in prep school circles in a 
good while. Wright allowed four hits, while Overton 
gave up only three. 

This being the first time a Hume-Fogg team has de- 
feated an M. B. A. team in two years, it was a hard game 
to lose. Brown, with two hits, was the batting star of 
the day. 

Score by innings : 


R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 000 000 001 000 — 1 3 2 

Hume-Fogg 000 100 .000 001 — 2 4 2 


M. B. A., 3 ; Cathedral, 4 

M. B. A. lost its third game of the season when “Pug” 
Johnson pitched the Irish to a 4 to 3 victory. Thomason 
pitched good ball for M. B. A., but was wild at times. 

Worrall and Allen were the hitting stars for M. B. A., 
while Johnson and Burke hit best for Cathedral. 

Score by innings: 


M. B. A. 0 0 0 2 0 0 0 1 0 — 3 5 3 

Irish 0 1 1 0 0 0 1 1 0—4 6 3 
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M. B. A., 2; Central, 8 

M. B. A, met defeat at the hands of Central Hi this 
beins: the second time this year that Central has beaten 
M. B. A. 

Harrison pitched a good game, backed by fine field- 
ing and good hitting. Thomason pitched good baseball 
from the fourth inning. In the first of the game he 
couldn’t locate the plate and Central took advantage 
01 his wildness. 

Wright with three out of four was the star batter, 
while Goodman got two out of four. Page and Dixon hit 
best for Central. 

Score by innings: 


M. B. A. 
Central . 


R. H. E. 

0 1000100 0—2 9 4 
2 2011020 0—8 10 3 


M'. B. A., 4, 6 ; Castle Heights, 5, 5 
M. B. A. split a double bill with Castle Heights. The 
visitors took the first game 5 to 4’, while Wright let them 
down with four hits to win the second. 

Thomason pitched a good game but was wild at times. 
Goodman and Wright hit best for M. B. A. in the first 
game, while Worrall and Merville were the stars of the 


Rochelle, J. Martin and Glaum hit best for Castle 
Heigihts. 

Score by innings, first game: 


i\/r Tj A H. E. 

C H M^’a" ^ 0 1 0 0 0 0-^4 8 4 

O K M. A. 4 0 0 0 1 0 0 — 5 9 3 

Second game: 

M 15 A H. E. 

r'w m “a ^ 0 0 10 1 3—6 11 5 

L. H. M. A. . 0 0 0 0 0 0 5 ( — 5 4 2 

M. B. A., 7; Duncan, 6 

M. B. A. won another game by defeating Duncan for 
the second time this year. Worrall, after relieving 
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Thomason, who started, pitched air-tight baseball. Lewis 
pitched well until the eighth, when he was relieved by 
Wilson. 

Worrall and Goodman, each with a home run to his 
credit, and Allen, with a three-base hit, starred for M. 
B. A., while Pirtle, Andrews and Lewis hit best for Dun- 
can. 

Score by innings: 


R. H. E. 

B. A. 0 0 0 3 0 0 1 0 3 — 7 10 2 

Duncan 2 2 0 0 0 0 1 1 0 6 10 3 


M. B. A., 12; Wallace, 8 

M. B. A. raised its standing in the city race by de- 
feating Wallace 12 to 8. Allen pitched a good game 
and was the star at bat for M. B. A. Worrall and Wright 
also hit well 

Stumb pitched a good game for Wallace. McAlwain, 
McClendon and Maddox hit best for Wallace. 

Score by innings: 


R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 1 3 2 2 2 1 1 0 *—12 15 2 

Wallace 1 0 0 0 1 4 2 0 0 — 8 10 3 


M. B. A., 11; S. M. A., 9 

M. B. A. overcame an early lead made by S. M. A., 
in the second and third innings to win by a 11 to 9 score. 
Worrall pitched good baseball, while Celia, S. M. A. 
hurler, was hit hard and replaced by Boyd. The game 
was played on M B. A. field. 

Merville and Vaughan hit best for M. B. A., while 
Isaac and Boyd were the best for S. M. A. 

Score by innings: K.- H. E. 

S. M. A. 04003011 0— 994 

M. B. A. 03501002 x — 11 10 3 

M. B. A., 11; C. M. A., 7 
Game Played on M. B. A. Field 

M. B. A. scored six runs in the first inning at the ex- 
pense, of Houston to secure a lead that they never lost. 
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Thomason pitched in rare form, while M. B. A. hit two 
C. M. A. pitchers hard. 

Worrall and oGodman with three hits, and Aaron with 
a single and a triple were M. B. A.’s best hitters. Pyburn 
and Partin hit best for C. M. A. 

Score by innings: R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 60010301 x— 11 12 5 

C. M. A. 04010000 2— 773 

M. B. A., 10; H.-F. H. S., 9 

M. B. A. evened the count with Hume- Fogg by defeating 
them 10 to 9 in one of the most exciting games in prep 
school this year. The game was played at Sulphur Dell, 
to a large audience. M. B. A. had an 8 to 2 lead, but H.-F. 
scored two runs in the seventh and five in the eighth to put 
them one run in the lead. M. B. A. tied the score in the 
ninth and won in the tenth when Aaron got a hit, stole sec- 
ond and went to third on a passed ball; he later scored on 
a hit by Worrall. 

Wright pitched in fine form, striking out fourteen men. 
Overton was hit hard and was relieved in the ninth inning 
by Carney. Goodman, Merville and Vaughan hit best for 
M. B. A., while Lashley hit best for Hume-Fogg. 

Score by innings: . R. H. E 

M. B. A. 115100001 1—10 14 8 

H.-F. H. S. __ 101000250 0— 978 

M. B. A., 5; Irish, 7 

M. B. A. lost to Cathedral 7 to 5 in their last Inter-City 
game. Thomason started for M. B. A. but was relieved by 
Wright, in the second inning, who pitched a fine game. He 
struck out seventeen men. Johnson, who pitched for the 
Irish had the M. B. A. sluggers under his control all 
through the game. 

Wright and Allen hit best for M. B. A. Halloran, John- 
son and Rotella played best for the Irish. 

Score by innings: . R. H. E 

M. B. A. 00010201 1— 573 

IriV.h 0 6 0 0 0 1 0 0 0— 7 6 1 
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M. B. A., 2, 1 ; Heights, 8, 3 

M. B. A. lost a double-header to Castle Heights in their 
last appearance of the season. Phipps pitched both games, 
allowing only four hits the first game and three the second. 
Thomason and Wright pitched for M. B. A. 

Merville and Thomason, with two hits each, hit best for 
M. B. A., while Dawson, with five hits out of six attempts, 
was the star for Heights. 


Score by inning. First inning: R. H. E. 

M. B. A. 02000000 0— 244 

C. H. M. A. 40102100 0— 852 

Second game: R. H. E. 

M, B. A. 00000100 0— 131 

C. H. M. A. 00200100 0— 361 

The batting averages for the year: 

Player A.B. Hits Pet. 

Wright 37 15 .406 

Goodman 44 16 .364 

Thomason 21 7 .333 

Worrall 61 19 .312 

Allen 53 15 .283 

Aaron 58 15 .259 

Brown 29 7 .242 

Frazier 21 5 .238 

Bullard 22 5 .227 

Merville 50 17 .220 

Vaughan 49 9 .184 

Morton 34 6 .175 


Team Averages 479 136 .284 


The Most Refresh 
ing Drink in the 
World 



AT ALL STORES, 
CAFES AND STANDS 


5c BOTTLE 
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TRACK 

The first track team to represent M. B. A. in several 
years had a very successful season under the coaching of 
Jess Keene, former football star of Vanderbilt. 

In our first meet we were defeated by the Vanderbilt 
Freshmen by the score of 50 to 30. This was not a bad 
showing for it was the first meet of the year and all mem- 
bers of our team, except Captain Patton, were making their 
first appearance on the track. 

A week later the Sewanee Interscholastic Meet started 
and we entered that. Our squad being small, every man 
made the trip ; but Patton, who holds the State record for 
the discus and the shot, was the only member to win a 
point. He won first place in the discus and won a gold 
medal for himself. Goodman went to the finals in the 100 
and the 220-yard dash. Worrall got fifth place in the high 
jump. 

Mext was the Vanderbilt Invitation Meet. McAlpine 
and Patton were the only members of our squad to enter 
the meet. Patton won two more medals, one in the shot 
and the other in the discus, these made three gold medals 
in one season for Patton. 

The last meet was with Hume-Fogg, which we won 56 
to 45, this giving us the city championship. McAlpine, 
with 21 points, was high scorer of the meet, Sutherland of 
Hume-Fogg with fifteen was next, Goodman with 11 was 
third followed closely by Patton with 10. M. B. A. secured 
seven first and seven second places in this meet. The re- 
lay team, composed of Goodman, Vaughan, Worrall and 
McAlpine easily won their race. The letter men are as 
follows: Patton, (Capt.) ; Worrall, McAlpine, Goodman, 
Vaughan, and Miller. 



MONTGOMEEY BELL BULLETIN 


95 


TENNIS TOURNAMENTS 

The annual tennis tournament was divided into two di- 
visions this year, the smaller boys were entered in the 
Cooties^ tournament and the larger ones in the Senior 
tournament. The sets and winners were as follows r 

Seniors 

First Round. Winner. 

Brown vs. Bye Brown 

J. M^yeis vs. Valaske IVIyers 

Estes vs. K. Montgom.ery K. Montgomery 

Hackman vs. Owen Hackman 

Hatfield vs. Bye Hatfield 

Bass vs. Ball 

Goodman vs. C. Miller Goodman 

Coggins vs. Cole 

Second Round. Winner. 

Brown vs. Myers Brown 

K. M^ontgomery vs. Hackman Hackman 

Hatfield vs. Bass Hatfield 

Goodman vs. Cole Goodman 

Thiid Round. Whinner 

Brown vs. Hackman Brown 

Goodman vs. Hatfield Hatfield 

Finals. Winner. 

Hatfield vs. Brown Hatfield (default) 

Owing to Brownes sprained ankle which he received in 
a baseball game with C. M. A., he was unable to play Hat- 
field in the finals. 

Cooties Tournament 

First Round. Winner. 

Jamison vs. Burge Burge 

Lindsey vs. Pearson Lindsey 

Morrissey vs. Early Early 

Campbell vs. D. V. Johnson Johnson 

Second Round. Winner. 

Burge vs. Lindsey Burge 

Early vs. Johnson Johnson 
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Finals. Winner. 

Burge vs. Johnson Johnson 


As the tournament was held later this year than usual 
owing to the weather, it was imipossible to arrange matches 
with other schools. There was some good tennis played 
by the winners and we wish to congratulate them. 

Doubles Tournament 

Hatfield and Hackman won the Finals in the doubles 
tourney from Ball and Bass by the score of 3-6, 6-1, 6-4, 
7-9, 6-4. 


GOLF 

M. B. A. had four men entered in the Middle Tennessee 
Interscholastic Golf Tournament which was held at the 
Richland Golf Club. 

Charley Vaughan, who won the third flight, made the 
best showing for M. B. A. He won a loving cup with 
which he was presented in school by Mr. Jack Whaley. 
The other entries were Bev Young, who was put out in the 
second round of the fourth flight; Merrill Hovey, who 
was put out in the first round of the fifth flight ; and Dick 
Morris, who went to the second round in the second flight. 

Congratulations to Charley Vaughan. 



W. H. KIRKPATRICK 
FUEL CO. 

MINERS AND DISTRIBUTORS 
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Absoluteli) Guaranteedl 


SOUTHERN BATTERIES 

FOR 12 MONTHS 



Sold by Nashville Dealers 


Manufactured by Nashville Labor in Nashville, Tenn. 


VISIT THE FACTORY SEE THEM MADfi 

You Must be Satisfied 


Southern Battery Corporation! 

200 FIRST AVENUE, NORTH i 
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COMPLIMENTS 

Paul Hunter Book Store 

401 'A Chtirch Street 

O, Genv & Sons 

FLOIUSTS 
•'Sap It with flowtrs’" 

PHONES 7.*HS-7 SM« 

IIM WESr END NASHVILLE. TEN-t. 

Compliments of Butts Geoy 

The and hett display of furniture, 
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Prices Ahmos Loipest 
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M. B. A. SPECIAL 

Shoulder Bouquet . . $2.50 
j “Always Lovelif' 

' CHURCH AT SIXTH AVENUE 

''Sap it with printer's ink" from the 

HERMITAGE PRINTING CO. 

138-140 Third Ave., North Telephone 6-7870 

"Better Printing— Cheaper Price" 

JNO. BARLY W. T. BERRY 

EARLY & BERRY 

FIRE. AtITO AND ROND 
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Martin- Rollow 
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